Funny Name 
by the-meek 


Category: How to Train Your Dragon, Rise of the Guardians 
Genre: Humor, Romance 
Language: English 

Characters: Astrid, Bunnymund, Hiccup, Jack Frost 

Status: Completed 

Published: 2013-08-15 16:43:53 

Updated: 2014-05-24 00:19:55 

Packaged: 2016-04-26 15:52:33 

Rating: M 

Chapters: 14 

Words : 62,425 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: When Hiccup meets his new neighbor, he makes a wonderful 
first impression by getting beaten into the ground. Hijack or 
Frostcup action. RotG / HTTYD Jack Frost / Hiccup Haddock. 


1 . Chapter 1 
Chapter 1 

"This manaC 1 must be crazyaC 1 " 

I muttered silently to myself as school continued slowly on. My 
teacher, (the only teacher with a degree in Berk) had just sent his 
head into the not-so-soft pillow of his desk with a "Wham!" 
accompanied by a loud, obnoxious snore. This was a regular ritual by 
now. He would start the lesson off with almost too much energy, but 
halfway through, would start to yawn. Then, in the final stretches of 
what he had to say, would collapse on his desk and promptly pass 
out . 

On any other day I might find this amusing, but today it just pissed 
me off. I curled one hand up into a fist and sat it underneath my 
chin, leaning my elbow on the desk. My cheek was pushed upward by the 
motion, blocking half of the view out of my right eye. "Well that's 
just grand. Now I guess I'm still the volunteer for Saturday's 
practice. That's going to make Dad sooo proud, huh?" 

I let out an exasperated sigh, letting my head fall down into the 
desk, much like 's had. I rarely asked for things from my dad. This 
was caused halfway by the mere intimidation my father held, but also 
my basic social-awkwardness and inability to stop mumbling. Stoick 
"The Vast" Haddock (a title he put all of his pride in) , was my 
father. This name didn't exaggerate. He was the tallest, broadest, 
and bulkiest man in town. 


I was the "scrawniest" teen. I was in pretty good shape, had some 



nice arm muscles even, but when you compared my short and lanky self 
to the rest of the people in town (girls included) I just wasn't up 
to par. This little fact never became more apparent to me than when I 
was standing next to my father, talking about sports. 

I shuddered at the thought, but was interrupted by the loud wheezing 
of the outdated intercom's bell. This brought a small frown to my 
face while the rest of the class let out relieved whoops and cheers. 
It was Friday, but I definitely wasn't happy about it. I lifted my 
head from the desk and gathered the papers on it into a small 
pile . 

Almost all of them had random doodles lining their edges. Some of 
them were scribbles of people I knew, others of objects I saw, but 
the best ones were always the dragons. I don't know why I still liked 
them so much, honestly. There was just something extremely intriguing 
to me about flying monsters that could breathe fire. That didn't make 
me sound like a five year old or anythinga€ 1 

I once again let out a sigh, and quietly stuffed the papers into my 
backpack. I was about to stand up when I felt a small slap on my 
shoulder. Astrid laughed at my surprised face as I flinched away from 
the gesture. "Calm down, short stack, geez." She teased as I gave a 
small pout at the unwanted nickname. 

"Oh shut up." I answered grumpily, sending Astrid into a giggle. Even 
if she was my friend, she couldn't help but pick on me about my size 
once in a while. "Don't be so grumpy, I've got good news... But I 
could always just leave if you don't wanna hear ita€ 1 " she joked, 
pretending to walk way. I paid her no mind, too fed up with life to 

do so. "Good news? What do you mean?" I asked, ignoring her earlier 

threat of walking away. She turned back to me with a sly smile, 
"What's this? Short stack actually wants to hear me talk for once?" 
she mocked. I rolled my eyes, "Yes he doesaC 1 just this once 
though . " 

The girl pushed out a breath, blowing her blonde bangs out of her 
eyes. "Gosh, so cruel. So guess what?" She asked, intent on dragging 
out my patience. I gave her a glare, seeing right through her. "Can't 
you just tell me?" I asked, too mentally drained to think up a snarky 
comeback. Astrid looked a little put off by my lack of interest, but 
she could tell when done was done. 

Putting her joking aside, "Ok, fine." She gave me a look of triumph. 

"Then guess who took your spot as volunteer next Saturday." She said, 

throwing a knowing glance over at me, currently pushing my chair back 
into the desk after standing. I raised my eyebrows suddenly, "Astrid? 
You didn't!" I stood up board straight, concern covering my 
features . 

She raised her hand to stop me, "No need to thank me. I don't know 
what you're doing, but whatever it is, it's obviously more important 
than some stupid football practice." She said, smiling. My face held 
the same worried expression for a moment, but quickly fell into a 
laid-back grin. I scratched at the back of my neck. "Uma€ 1 thanks 
Astrid, uha€ 1 really, that's perfect actually. ThanksaC 1 " I trailed 
off, fading into my usual awkward mumbles. 


Astrid couldn't help but laugh. "Yeah, yeah. I know I'm the best." 
She said, throwing me a wink. I rolled my eyes again, falling back 



into normal conversation with the girl. We walked out of the old 
school together, leaving the sleeping bear of a teacher behind. We 
talked about recent assignments, Astrid's new sports stories, and my 
artistic endeavors. 

I carefully evaded any question about what might be happening on 
Saturday, much to her dislike. We walked along the roads and rows of 
houses to her own, where we said our goodbyes for the day. Other 
teens that lived on and around the same road walked their way home as 
well, since everyone lived in the same general area. Berk was a small 
town; that much was for certain. 

I trudged along, feeling the loss of feeling in my nose as the 
temperature dropped ever lower. There had been a warning for snow 
later on that night, but I was sure that my bad luck would bring it 
sooner, like it always had. I tried to get myself into a better mood, 
attempting to locate a fake smile to put on display for my Dad. 

A least today I would no longer have to explain that yes, I would be 
going to practice, but no, I wouldn't be playing... again. I always 
got chosen as the "volunteer" trainer. It was a less-than-fun job and 
I knew that Astrid was really being generous by taking it over for 
me. Pulling angry, injured players off the field and forcing them to 
drink something wasn't exactly anyone's idea of the best Saturday. 

But now that I was off the hooka€ 1 

I found myself on the home stretch of the walk home when I heard my 
cousin's sneering laughter behind me. "Hey Hie!" He called, putting 
extreme emphasis on the name. "Heard you dropped out of the volunteer 
next Saturday. Letting a girl take your spot? Not like I reject to 
that, I mean I'd rather see Astrid's face than yours any day, but 
seriously? Come on. How much of a wimp can you be?" He jeered, 
jogging up to my side with his friends not far behind. They were 
surrounding me on all sides, elbowing me in the ribs with each remark 
Snotlout made. 

My blood boiled with each comment, building up a silent pressure 
inside. _Don't say anything Hiccup. Your house is just a short walk 
away. Don't say-_"Would you just shut up Snotlout?" I grumbled, 
looking down. 

The comment didn't go unnoticed by my prideful companion. "What did 
you say?" He asked, suddenly gripping the collar of my shirt and 
forcing me to turn. I knew that was a bad ideaaC 1 why did I never 
listen to my intuition? God, I'm such an idiot. I laughed nervously, 
fear reaching up into my eyes. "Uh, uma€ 1 I mean, era€ 1 Please?" I 
whispered, immediately knowing that would not be the right 
answer . 

Snotlout 's face was turned up into a grimace. He only glared at me as 
he slowly raised his fist up past his ear, "Wanna try that again?" He 
asked, his voice coming out in a deep growl. This was not good. This 
was really, really, really not good. I brought my hands up to the 
sides of my face, signaling surrender. "Sorry! Sorry! It won't happen 
again!" I whimpered, trying anything to get the other boy to loosen 
his grip. All of Snotlout 's friends that had gathered around us 
growled out insults, egging him on, pushing him to take one out on 
me . 


It didn't exactly take much. 



Snotlout pulled back, a menacing grin on his face as he spat into my 
face, "You bet it won't." I cringed in fear, trying to guard my face 
with upturned hands to no avail. Snotlout 's fist collided with my 
right cheek, sending me to the ground. He was going easy this 
time . 

My left side hit the hard cement of the sidewalk, sending pain 
pulsing through me. The impact left me with an immediate headache. I 
groaned in pain as I opened my eyes, trying to see which attack would 
be next. All of the boys stared down at me with amused grins. From my 
back came another round of pain as a booted foot barreled into it. I 
curled into a ball, awaiting the many other kicks that would soon be 
coming from all sides. 

"Hey!" someone called from behind us, a voice I didn't recognize. 

None of the anticipated kicks came, as the call had interrupted them. 
I slowly opened my eyes again, careful not to look at any of the boys 
directly. Coming from the doorstep of the house behind them, a boy 
stood. Trying not to move too much, I could only see him out of my 
peripheral vision. From this view, all I could pick out was a dark 
blue hoodie. 

"You mind not beating someone up right in front of my house? It's 
kinda annoying to clean blood out of cement." He said, before 
disappearing from my sight as he walked towards the group. I could 
hear the boys' surprised grunts as his footsteps drew closer to 
them . 

What was he doing? I was frozen in my position on the sidewalk, too 
scared to move. It was especially quiet now that he was standing on 
the edge of the circle. "Besides, what's so fun about an entire group 
ganging up on one person?" The boy challenged, bringing further 
wonder from me. 

Behind my shoulder, I could sense the tension that came over 
Snotlout. "And just who the hell are you?" He asked, with all the 
social grace his ugly mug could muster. I heard the boy move away, 
walking back into his yard, into my vision. He picked up something 
from the porch, but I couldn't tell what it was. 

"Does that mean I'm going to have to force you away?" he asked, some 
humor slipping into his voice. Snotlout coughed a laugh. "Just what 
you gonna do? Hit us with that little stick o' yours?" He 
mocked . 

Oh, so that's what it was. The boy disappeared from view again as he 
approached the group. Snotlout stepped over me, crossing over to the 
boy. All eyes were on the strange guy instead of me now, so I turned 
slightly, trying to get a better view. 

_"He has white hair."_ Of course that would be the first thing that 
crossed my mind. Not something helpful, like say, "He's pointing a 
big stick at Snotlout 's face." Realizing this, I crept up to a 
sitting position as the two boys stepped closer together. "Actually, 
yes. That is exactly what I plan to do." The white-haired boy said, a 
smile coming over his lips. 


My eyes widened in surprise and awe. No one had ever stood up to 
Snotlout before. Well, except for Astrid, but they had tried to keep 



that one on the down low. He could see Snotlout's breathing becoming 
heavier with his anger. "Yeah? I'd like to see you try." He 
threatened. This only brought a wider grin to the other guy's face. 
The boy laughed a few times, obviously enjoying something. "Okaaaaay. 
But don't say you weren't asking for it." He said, but before Snotout 
could process the words, the boy had swung the crooked side of the 
stick down to his knees. He jerking the stick forward. Snotlout fell 
with a surprised cry, looking back up angrily at the boy. "I'll smash 
your face in you-!" 

His sentence was cut short as the stick came slapping over the side 
of his face, knocking him over. He landed on the cement just like I 
had. All of the boys shuffled back a few steps, worried by this new 
competitor. The boy laughed, and it pealed happily through the woods 
behind his house and echoed through the neighborhoods surrounding 
them. "I told you!" He said, still in good humor. 

Snotlout jumped to his feet in one second, a growling noise making 
its way up into his throat. He rushed at the boy, but he only dodged 
swiftly to the side, leaving the other to trip into his lawn. This 
brought him into pure hysterics, looking at his sprawled out form on 
the ground. The boy walked over to him, rolling the confused and 
disoriented giant to his back. 

"I would get out of here before I decide to really kick you out." He 
said, one foot on top of the other's chest. Snotlout quickly swatted 
it off of him, scurrying to the side in an attempt to get away. He 
stood up with the same confused and defeated expression. It quickly 
soured into an angry, vengeful scowl. "C'mon." He told the others, 
motioning with his head in the opposite direction. 

All of their faces lit up in surprise and fear as they scampered back 
to their leader's side. Snotlout sent me one last glare on the ground 
where I still sat. "Don't think this is the end yet, _Hic_. " He 
threatened, then turned on his heel and walked with the group down 
the next road over. 

I sat in amazement, unable to take my eyes off of the retreating 
group. Did Snotlout just lose? Against a skinny boy like that?! I 
found a small grin slowly slinking up the side of my face, only to 
notice the pain it caused my cheeks. "Oucha€ 1 " I mumbled, reaching up 
to gauge the intensity of my new wounds. A cold hand stopped me in my 
tracks. "Don't touch ita€ 1 it's bleeding." He explained, pushing my 
hand back down to the side. 

The boy had a gentle and comforting expression on. He grabbed onto my 
other hand and helped me up off the cement. "Uh, uma€ 1 t-thanks." I 
managed to push past my already stuttering lips. The boy shook his 
head, "Eh, it's no problem. I can't stand guys like that." 

I dusted myself off a few times, feeling new bruises begin to form 
along my side. "Well, crap." I grumbled, noticing a rip at the knee 
of my left pant leg. The boy leaned over to examine it, "So you've 
got some scrapes down there too, huh?" he noted to himself. He looked 
back up at me with a friendly smile, "Here, come with me." He said, 
pointing over to the house behind him. 

I was confused for a moment, but then realized that the he was 
already moving in the house's direction. Without thinking, my legs 
moved themselves to the space behind him. As he opened the door to 



let me inside, he turned back around and said, "My name's Jackson, by 
the way. Jackson Overland Frost, but you can call me Jack." 


He closed the door once I was fully inside, and I turned to face him, 
"Aha€ 1 Hiccup." I said, ducking my head into a nod. The other boy's 
eyebrows rose in question, "Pardon?" 

I shook my head a few times, trying to act normal. "Oh, urn, I mean my 
name isa€l uh. Hiccup." I stuttered. That was just beautiful. Great 
first impression there. To my surprise the other boy chuckled. "Is 
that like a nickname?" He asked, genuinely intrigued. I looked over 
the smiling boy, wondering why he had helped me in the first place. 
"Nope. My name really is Hiccup." I said, ashamedly. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p> (Jack's POV) <p> 

I crossed past him further into the house, leading towards the 
stairs. "That's actually really cool. If not a little jocular." I 
told him. His face lit up in wonder at the praise, blushing a little 
behind the scratches on his cheeks. "Uhma€ 1 thanks I guess?" 

I laughed at his reaction, quickly scaling the first few stairs. 
"Here, I'll go get the first aid kit." I told him, walking a little 
bit quicker up them. Hiccup let out a noise of rejection, stopping 
me. "That's ok, actually." He spoke up meekly, "My house is the one 
right next to this one soa€ 1 " He let the sentence trail off a little. 
He swayed back and forth awkwardly for a second, contemplating what 
to say next. 

"I'm used to these kinds of things happening so I'll, urn, just get 
cleaned up at my place." He said, excusing himself from the room. I 
didn't really hear any of it except for one specific part. "So you're 
my neighbor, then?" I asked, climbing back down the stairs, 
excitement brightening my features. He turned back from his retreat 
out the door. "Well, yeah. Typically the people who live in the house 
next to you are called neighbors." He chided, and for a moment a 
small smirk crossed his features. 

His attempt at dry humor made me laugh once again. "So I'll get to 
see you again today. We're still unpacking so it'll be a bit later 
buta€ 1 still kinda fun to meet earlier than formal introductions, 
huh?" I asked, trying to keep the conversation up and running. He 
sheepishly dug his foot into the carpet. A normal move, but something 
about it seemeda€ 1 off? 

I tried to pay it no mind, keeping to my own business. "Wait right 
here and I'll be right back. You can wash your face in the kitchen 
sink. There's a towel beside it." I told him, once again rushing up 
the stairs. I passed my uncle Aster's room, already unpacked and 
cleaned of empty boxes. I never did understand how he got things done 
so quickly. Inwardly congratulating the man, seeing as how he wasn't 
in the house, I made my way to the other side of the hallway into the 
bathroom. 

It wasa€ 1 pink . 

It made me frown a little each time I saw it. Whoever had been living 
in the house before us had certainly liked the color, because it was 



the same as two others in the house. We had unpacked this room 
earlier, so I knew exactly where to find the kit. Pulling a cabinet 
door open, I grabbed the white box out of a corner. 

It knocked over a few bottles on the trek out, but I left those as 
they were, trying to get back to the boy in my living room as quick 
as I could. A couple seconds later I was back on ground level with 
the box. Hiccup still looked a little freaked out by the whole 
ordeal, but I decided he would just have to get over it. In his 
current condition I couldn't let him just go home. He didn't seem 
like the type that really knew anything about treating wounds. 

I walked toward the opening into the kitchen just as he was getting 
back to the living room from washing his face. The kitchen, of 
course, just had to be pink. Embarrassing as it was, I still flipped 
on the light switch (since he was too timid to turn it on when he was 
in there earlier, apparently) . The kitchen had the brightest lighting 
in the house, so it would be good to treat him in there. I pulled a 
chair out from under the large wooden table in the center of the 
room. "Take a seat." I told him, sitting down in the chair next to 
it . 

He looked at the chair and back at me a couple times, approaching 
slowly. It looked like a kitten getting used to its new home. I had 
to chuckle under my breath at the thought of that. "Come on." I told 
him, smirking a bit. "I don't biteaC 1 often." 

At this he raised a cowardly half-smile, trying to be polite, but I 
could tell he was still scared. Be it from the pain, surprise from 
what just happened, his own uncoordinated nature, or a mix of all 
three, he was visibly shaking. I felt bad for the poor guy. He was 
pretty small, so it wasn't really a wonder why they had decided to 
pick on him. 

Stupid as that reason was, it was probably the truth. Once Hiccup had 
finally settled down into the chair, calming down slightly, I picked 
through the kit until I came across the bottle of hydrogen peroxide 
and some cotton balls. I twisted the lid off of the top of the bottle 
and drizzled some of the liquid onto one of the white puffs. 

He reached his hand out for it, but I just pushed past it, and 
started to wipe at the scrapes myself. At first his face only held 
surprise, but then one eye closed as the peroxide stung at him. A 
small hiss escaped his clenched lips as I continued on to his other 
cheek. "Sorryyy. Just give me two more seconds." I told him, cleaning 
out the last few raw spots. As soon as it was done, he sighed in 
relief . 

I gave him a weak smile as I picked back through the kit. Finding the 
small tube of Neosporin and a few Q-tips, I set to work on getting 
the scrapes covered with something. By now he had accepted that he 
wasn't allowed to treat his own face and leaned in a little as I 
carefully applied the cream. "So, what was that all about anyway?" I 
asked him, cutting through the silence. 

He gulped a little and laughed nervously, "Heh. Well they would've 
found anything as an excuse really. That was my cousin, Snotlout." He 
explained. I blinked in surprise, "Your cousin? Geez, what kind of 
family problems do you have?" I asked in amazement, realizing too 
late that it was probably a personal question. I immediately pushed 



"Sorry, you don't have to 


away the thought with a wave of my hand, 
answer that . " 

He shook his head slightly and gave a small smile, "Nah, it's fine. I 
can see how it would look to an outsider. Honestly, we've never 
gotten along." He said, a bit of a sigh escaping his lips. "So 
basically, he hates me because I'm the heir to the family business 
and not him. Ouch!" He yelped as I accidently pressed too hard into 
one of the cuts. "Sorry! Sorry!" I apologized quickly. 

"So this family business or whatever, is it really such a big deal?" 

I asked, wondering how something so simple could cause someone to 
beat up their own cousin. He tilted his head to the side a little. 

The light that fell on his jawline found scars much like the ones I 
was cleaning up now. The freckles on his cheeks helped to hide the 
higher ones. How many times had this happened before? 

"Well it's more of a status thing I guess? Anyway, my Dad's the 
current president and he fully plans for me to inherit the company." 
He said, deflating a little more. I got the feeling I was only making 
him feel worse. Way to go. Jack, way to go. I laughed off the 
comment, trying to find something easier to talk about. "So are all 
the people here like that? I mean, I'm sure I just made an absolutely 
wonderful impression on your cousin there, but I'd like to know if I 
just completely screwed myself over on a social life." I said, 
throwing him a teasing smile. 

He smirked a little, "Sorry to say, but your bravery has been in 
vain, young knight. Snotlout and his buddies are the biggest 
whiney-babies of all time. So by tomorrow, you'll either be known as 
a great hero among the dorks, or a menace among the socially 
adept . " 

I let out a good laugh at that, a full grin covering my features and 
wrinkling the corners of my eyes. "I honestly like that." I said in 
earnest. Finishing up with the Neosporin, I covered the major 
scratches with a Band-Aid or two, leaving the rest to heal on their 
own. "That should fix you up." I said, leaning back in the chair. I 
turned sideways to rest my back on the table, and pulled one leg up 
to my chest, letting the other dangle at my side. 

He looked relieved, and gently prodded at the side of one of the 
bandages. "Uh thanks. Jack for, urn well, thisa€l" He said, pointing 
his finger in a circle around his face, "and of course helping me 
back there." 

I shrugged my shoulders, accepting it. "So you'll be coming to school 
tomorrow then. Why so soon?" He asked, bringing both of his legs up 
in the chair and peeping up over his knees. I shrugged again, "Eh, 
it's no fun being stuck at home unpacking all day. I'd rather go 
ahead and get started I guess." 

Almost as soon as I had ended the sentence, a ringtone went off. 
Hiccup gave a surprised jump at it, still edgy from his earlier 
nerves I guessed. He pulled a green cell phone out of his pocket and 
flipped its top over. I could hear a deep mumbling coming out of the 
speaker as he lifted it to his ear. 

"Oh, uh, hey Astrid." He said. Giving him some privacy, I walked up 
and went to the fridge. Inside, there wasn't much of anything. We 



hadn't gone shopping since the move, so we only brought what little 
food we could stuff inside an ice chest. Giving up on that search, I 
aimed for the bag of chips on the counter instead. 

"Well, _duh,_ it happened again. Doesn't it always? It's not like 
they're just going to stop right out of the blue." He said, an 
annoyed look coming over him. "Yeah, yeah. I know that. It's just 
that I really can't do anything about it. You know where I stand on 
the whole thing." 

I ripped the bag open and reached inside for two or three. "Ok, ok! I 
will but I'm urn, kinda busy at the moment so can't we talk about this 
later?" Stuffing them in my mouth, I sat back down in the chair. 
"Mhmm, yep. Yes, thank you mom that's very helpful. Ok, bye." He 
said, rolling his eyes as he snapped the phone shut again. 

I tilted the bag towards him. "Want some?" I asked, taking up my 
former position. He shook his head, "Thanks, but no thanks. I've 
gotta get home soon." He said, standing up from the chair. I laid the 
bag of chips on the table and pouted a little, "Leaving me so soon?" 

I asked, standing up beside him. He seemed to have warmed up to me a 
little as he shook his head and laughed. "Sorry, but it's not like 
you won't be seeing my gorgeous face again in a couple of hours 
anyway." He said, smirking. 

I pulled on a smirk of my own, and snapped my fingers in fake 
disappointment, "Darn! And here I was thinking I'd get to just stare 
at you and your pretty bandages all day." I let out a huge sigh, 
bringing him to a chuckle as we ended up at the door. I opened it for 
him once again, and he led himself outside. It was still pretty early 
in the evening even though it seemed like the time it took us to 
patch up his face had taken a bit of time. 

He gave me a small two fingered salute as he made his way down to the 
sidewalk from the porch. "See you in a while then, I guess." He said, 
pausing only momentarily for my answer. "Yeah, see ya." I told him, 
stepping back into the house a little ways. He nodded, then turned 
around and made a beeline for his house to the right. I shut the door 
as he was walking and went to go put up the chips . That ' s when I 
suddenly remembered that he had injured his knee as well. Dang it. I 
sat the chips back down on the counter, putting them away before I 
got the urge to eat more. I leaned back beside them, letting my 
elbows prop me up as I crossed my ankles in front of me. I scratched 
absently at my nose as I sat, deep in thought. 

"Hiccup, huh? Funny name." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>Hello Everybody ! <em> 

_To all of my new readers: Thank you so much for reading this and I 
hope you'll enjoy the rest of the story as well!_ 

_To all of my older readers: I am so sorry it took me so long to fix 
this chapter! Thank you all for your reviews and encouraging comments 
and I hope you'll continue to follow the story as I put up new 
chapters as well!_ 



2 . Chapter 2 


Chapter 2 

I heard Jack's door close softly behind me as I left. When I was sure 
he was no longer watching I let out the breath that had been caught 
in my throat the entire time. Deflating, I wondered yet again why he 
had bothered to help me in the first place, even more so why he had 
cleaned me up afterwards. He seemed like a genuinely good person, but 
like I said earlier, helping me had caused the death of what could've 
been his new social life. 

I looked down at my watch and saw it was already 5:15. The weather 
was still freezing cold, and I imagined that the clouds really would 
be bringing snow that night. Not like I had any rejections to a day 
spent indoors, but just the fact that winter was really setting in 
made me cringe. Once the snow started in Berk, it didn't really stop 
until spring. That meant lots of sloshy walks to school in only half 
melted snow, thus constantly being pushed into the mess by Snotlout. 

I groaned in annoyance at the very thought . 

To me, winter was the absolute worst season. 

"So much for the most wonderful time of the year." I grumbled, 
finding myself once more in a bad mood. The cold always tended to 
bring me into this kind of depression, making me feel even worse 
about the events to come. The heavy door that served as the entrance 
to our house was locked. Something unusual, especially at this time 
of day. It wasn't a problem, though. I just pulled my key out of a 
pocket in my backpack and opened it . 

Or I would have, had there been a key. 

I fumbled around in the pocket, searching frantically for it. We 
didn't leave a spare on the porch because of my Dad's fear of someone 
finding it. This was bad. This was really, really, really bad. With 
an exasperated groan I gave up on the pursuit of the key and banged 
my forehead on the door. This only reminded me of my growing 
headache. "Oh come on!" I moaned, sliding down the door to sit at its 
base . 

That was _just lovely_. Exactly what I needed on a cold day like 
this. I pulled my jacket's collar up over my ears, trying to save my 
nose from dripping. If Dad was already this late there would be no 
telling as to how much longer it would be until he got back. I 
sighed, noticing that even the rug underneath me was chilled through. 
I would definitely be catching a cold tonight. I yawned, depression 
and anger melting into one large mass of exhaustion. Or maybe it was 
the fact that I'd just had my ass handed to me yet again. Honestly, 
it didn't matter. 

My breath started to make little clouds as the sun lowered further 
into the sky. No rescue came. I pulled my knees up to my chest, 
huddling up as my teeth began to chatter. Seeing no hope for an 
escape, I decided to rest my eyes and let some of the day's ongoing 
stress ebb. 
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><p>It had been a while since Hiccup left, and I found myself 



carrying more boxes into my room. My uncle clapped me on the shoulder 
as I passed. "Still not done there, mate?" He asked, a thick 
Australian accent covering the words. I let out a sigh, "Nope." The 
tall man just laughed, taking in my form as I attempted to lift a 
third box onto the already slipping pile. "You're gonna drop those." 
He said, smirking as it slid up over the last one . <p> 

I put on a triumphant smile at the small feat. "Oh really? How much 
you wanna bet on that, Joey?" I teased, a mischievous grin pulling 
the sides of the smile tighter. He leaned back on one foot, his hand 
coming into a "thinker's pose" underneath his chin. "Hmmma€l I'll 
give you dollah if you can make it." He said, challenging me. "Sounds 
like deal . " 

He gestured up the stairs, inviting me to try. 

I didn't waste any time finding my way to them, carefully ascending 
each one. Aster looked on with an amused expression, truly thinking I 
wasn't going to make it. I was up to the last step when my foot 
caught the edge of the right rail. I tripped forward, boxes swerving 
outwards as I tried to catch my balance again. And I did, almost too 
late. The top box was hanging in a very precarious position atop the 
others. About to fall, but not quite there yet. 

Back down in the living room Aster's booming laughter made it all the 
harder to not move, my own silent chuckles faintly shaking me as I 
regained a sturdier balance. "Shut up! You're gonna make me drop 
them!" I laughed, continuing my walk down the hallway into my room. I 
heard Aster's large footsteps behind me as I entered the final 
stretch of hallway. I eyed the top box with determination that could 
kill. My uncle's eyes did the same as I stepped through the 
threshold . 

"Almosta€ 1 therea€ 1 " I whispered, as if trying to comfort the tipping 
boxes. Then in one quick motion, I swiped the top box down, laying it 
on the floor beside me, keeping the last two in my other hand. I slid 
both of my palms to the side of the first box as I leaned down, 
gently placing them on the floor. When I was sure they were settled, 

I took a big jump into the air. "Ha! Take that, old man kangaroo!" I 
burst, pointing one finger in his direction. 

His face held a playful pout, but I could tell he wasn't really 
unhappy about losing. "Yeah, yeah. Eat it up, ya bloody 
ankle-biter . " 

I chuckled once more at his choice of words. "Ankle biter?" Gosh old 
man your insults are getting worse and worse." I told him, rolling my 
eyes . 

He smirked, and began wagging his finger at me. "That may be true. 

But at least I'm not taking a nap on the front porch." 

"And may I ask who _is?_" 

I dragged an empty box over to his side and flipped it over, 
preparing to sit down. "Some kid in front of the next house over. The 
boy was just loanin' against the door taking a snooze like it was the 
middle of blooming July!" 

I jumped quickly at the news, "Wait. Hiccup's still outside?!" 



The sentence caught my uncle off-guard. "Hiccup? And what do you 
mean, 'still'? Was he over there earlier?" He questioned, but I was 
already out the door. "Be right back!" I called over my shoulder as 
he chased after me with a worried look. I slipped my shoes on, 
instantly hating the feel of them. I would usually just walk out 
barefoot, but it was already pretty dark outside and I could see the 
foggy windows as an indication of how cold it must have been. 

Not bothering to find a jacket, I ran out door and onto the porch. 
Sure to my uncle's word, there was Hiccup. He was trembling inside 
his jacket, but since his eyes weren't open I supposed that he was, 
in fact, sleeping. I jogged down the sidewalk and over to his porch 
where I could see little puffs of water vapor pour out of his mouth 
with each exhaling breath. Dang it was cold! 

I rubbed absently at the sides of my arms, immediately regretting 
having not brought a jacket. "Hiccup?" I asked, crouching in front of 
him on my toes. My words stirred him, and he sleepily blinked at me 
in confusion. "Eh? Jack what ' re you do-" 

He suddenly gasped as he noticed where he was. "Oh, crud. It's this 
late already? ! " He asked, teeth starting to click together from the 
cold. I stared back at him in confusion. "What the heck are you doing 
out here?" I asked, noticing how red his knuckles and nose were. He 
shifted a little, wincing as his hands made contact with the cold 
concrete below him. 

"Urn, uha€ 1 I kindaa€ 1 lost my key." He said, looking up at me with a 
sheepish expression. 

I let out a sigh and lowered my head into my hands, running them 
through my hair. This guy really was hopeless, huh? "You're having 
one heck of a day, aren't you?" I asked, offering him an encouraging 
smile. His mouth turned into a small line and he ducked his head in 
embarrassment. "Urn, yeaha€ 1 I guess you could say that." 

I slipped back up into a standing position and offered my hand to 
help him up. 
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><p>I took the hand gladly, groaning a bit as I got up from my 
sitting position. It felt like I had been frozen in place for hours, 
which probably wasn't far from the truth. My face and fingers were 
numb from the biting cold, calling out in pain whenever I tried to 
move them. Jack eyed me with an apologetic expression . <p> 

"I wouldn't have minded if you had just come back over, you know." He 
said, punching me lightly in the shoulder. I scratched the back of my 
neck, a habit I had formed years ago when I started to be an awkward 
person. "Oh, uha€ 1 yeah sorry. I just thought my Dad would be back 
earlier than this." I told him lamely. 

He chuckled, "Yeah well, he's apparently not back yet, so I'm gonna 
take you hostage to make sure you don't freeze to death." 

I felt a lazy smirk lift the side of my mouth, "'Take me hostage', 
hmm? That sounds relatively frightening." 



He rolled his eyes, "Yeah, yeah. Now hurry up before you get 
frostbite . " 

I shook out my right foot, bringing some feeling into it. "Is that 
some kind of threat?" I teased, remembering his last name. 

"Hardy har har. Hiccup. Like I haven't heard that one before." He 
said, turning away to walk down the sidewalk again. I followed 
behind, happy to be offered a house. Before, something like this 
never would've happened. Not only was I an outcast in school, but to 
almost the entire town as well. Only a handful of people might have 
helped me. Even though Astrid lived close, and would've been happy to 
let me in, her parents would veto the idea outright, and would kick 
me out of the house. I could've gone to Gobber's, but that would've 
taken at least twenty minutes to walk, in which time my Dad could've 
already gotten home. 

So it was very, very lucky indeed that this happened to be the day 
Jack moved next door. 

He led me back to his house, opening the door for me just like 
before. This would make the second time he had saved me in one day 
(and if that didn't make me look like a wimp I didn't know what 
would) . Remembering that with embarrassment, I pushed past him into 
the warm place. At first there was only a bit of pain as my body 
reacted to the sudden temperature change, but then came the relief of 
the pleasant heat as it wrapped itself around my face and jacket was 
only keeping the cold in, so I shed it quickly as Jack kicked off his 
shoes. "Thanks, Jack." I told him, fully surprising myself when the 
words came out un-stuttered . He gave me a gentle smile, "Nah, wish I 
would've seen you earlier so you wouldn't be the Hic-sicle you are 
now . " 

I was about to jab at him with a clever comeback, but was rudely 
interrupted by a loud sneeze. It scared Jack, who flinched back a 
step, but afterwards he just laughed at it. "You're sure you're name 
wasn't meant to be sneeze instead?" He quipped. I rubbed at my nose, 
trying to hold back the usual attack that came with it. "Ha ha, yeah. 
Very funny." I told him, my voice coming out in a nasally 
sound . 

From above us came footsteps, hurried as they made their way 
downstairs. "Jack! Why did you just take off like that, you bloody 
wombat?!" A tall man with large feet and a head filled with spikey 
gray hair came stomping into the room. Jack waved his grumbling away 
with a short motion of his hand. "Sorry, sorry. I was just helping 
this snowball of our neighbor out." He explained. 

The man gave me a quick once over, rubbing his right temple with two 
fingers. He was leaner than my father, but held the same kind of 
intimidation. He had swirling tattoos that covered the expanse of his 
uncovered arms and neck. But while I found him scary, he had a 
strange kindness emanating from him which I had never felt from my 
father. "So you're the bloke who decided to conk out on the porch, 
then?" He asked, a jovial smile covering his features. 

I wrung my jacket in my hands nervously, "Uha€ 1 yeah, that was 
probably mea€ 1 " 


The man gave a hearty chuckle, turning back towards the stairs. 


"I'm 



turnin in for the night then, eh Jacky?" 

Jack scowled at the nickname, but didn't say anything about it. 
"Night, Aster." 

The name took me by surprise. I had read books where people called 
their parents by their first names, but it just sounded so weird. He 
walked over to the right and sat down on a huge brown couch. As I 
walked over he looked up at me with a smile, patting the spot next to 
him. I had to jump a little bit to get on the thing it was so big. 
Even when I wasn't sitting all the way back, my feet didn't touch the 
floor. I looked over at Jack, sitting all the way back and still 
being able to touch the ground easily. 

I pouted in annoyance at the sight as Jack flipped through channels 
on TV. Eventually he landed on Animal Planet, some story about "the 
majestic ostrich". He didn't really pay attention to the show, but 
jumped off the couch, telling me to wait for him. I craned my neck 
forward as he disappeared up the stairs, only to reappear moments 
later, blankets in hand. 

"Here, use this." He told me, throwing one into my lap. 

"Thanks . " 

The boy threw a second blanket down in the place he had been sitting 
earlier and left for the kitchen. I unfolded the thick quilt in my 
lap. It was made of fabrics that had no rhyme, rhythm, or pattern to 
them. Despite that, it was pretty, and the squares oddly complimented 
each other. Apart from that (the most important thing), was the fact 
that it was extremely warm. It made the last few frozen parts of me 
thaw out, from blue lips to nubby toes. 

Unthinking, I sunk into the couch. It was so fluffy and warm anda€ 1 
gosh I was tired. 
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><p>The kitchen floor was cold underneath my feet, but I didn't 
really mind it. Cold had never really bothered me, even when I was a 
kid. The cabinet above me opened to reveal all of our dried and 
canned foods. There was an exceptionally larger selection in here 
than in the fridge. I picked through the unfamiliar cavity until 
stumbling upon what I was looking for. The box of hot chocolate mix 
came out and made itself comfortable on the counter while I went to 
go find some milk.<p> 

I was about to start pouring into the second mug when I remembered to 
ask for food allergies. The last thing Hiccup would need today would 
be an allergic reaction, and judging from all the bad luck he was 
having today, he probably would've ended up in hives on my floor. 
That, to say the least, was not wanted. But, could one even get hives 
from milk and chocolate? Makes you wonderaC 1 

Setting the milk down, I jogged back into the living room. "Hey 
Hiccup, you're not allergic to anything, are you?" I asked, walking 
along the perimeter of the couch. "Hiccup?" 

I looked down to find him asleep, the couch almost devouring him. His 
face was almost completely hidden between the cushions, pushing his 
freckled cheeks forward like a fish. I covered my mouth, attempting 



to keep the loud guffaws from escaping me. When he snored a little 
his lips would puff out even further forward. I tried looking away 
from the hilarious sight but found my eyes wandering right back to 
him. Who knew a sleeping person could be so funny? 

After watching him for a good minute more I could no longer hold it 
back. A mischievous grin came swiftly to my face as I walked back 
behind the couch, out of what would be his immediate range of vision. 
This was going to be good. Standing above him, I reached my hands out 
within an inch of his face. As he steadily breathed out once more, I 
brought his nap to an end. 

My hands clapped loudly together and he woke up in a fit, arms and 
legs flailing around him in confusion. "GYAAAAAAH!" He screamed, 
frightened by the sudden noise. He flung his head around from side to 
side, trying to find where I was, and eventually laid eyes on me, 
writhing on the floor. Loud chuckles rang out through the living 
room, sending me to my knees as they shook me. 

"Hi- Hiccup! Your face! You justa€ 1 AHAHAHAHA! 

Tears formed in the corners of my eyes and my sides started to hurt 
as he calmed himself down. Playful anger colored his expression. He 
rubbed at his face with a small groan, "Whya€ 1 Why would you do 
that ? " 

I slowly sat back up, giggles still pouring forth heavily, 

"Becausea€ 1 it was just soa€ 1 so _tempting!_" At that, he let his 
hands fall between his knees, tilting his head. "Tempting, eh? I hope 
you know that's a terrible excuse for giving someone a heart attack." 
He said, glaring. It only brought on another round of chuckles from 
me . 

As the words left his mouth the same ringtone as earlier rang out. 

His eyes widened in surprise and he pulled his phone out of a pocket. 
"Hello? ... Dad? " He sat up from the couch, pulling the phone away from 
his face as a loud voice came out of the speaker. He pointed his hand 
over to the kitchen, excusing himself as he walked over. "Ok, yeah 
but uma€ 1 Dad? Ia€l lost my keys before you got there, it wasn't 
likea€l" He trailed off as the voice went off on another rampage. 

I turned around, sensing that his mood had changed into a rather bad 
one. I wondered if his Dad was mad at him or something for being out 
so late. The sun had already set and it was around nine o'clock. 

"Yes, yes. I know that. I, urn, kinda fell asleep on the porcha€ 1 " 

I had to stifle a laugh at his sorry explanation. "Well I'm obviously 
not there _now_a€ 1 I'm at the house next door. I'll be back in a 
seconda€ 1 No, Dad wait!" 

I turned around to see him slipping the phone back into his pocket. 

He brought a hand up to the back of his neck, a habit of his. "I've 
gotta get back now. My Dad's home so uh, bye." He gave a small wave 
as he let his hand drop back down to his side and walked over to the 
door. "Oh, ok." I told him, seeing that something was off. "See ya 
thena€ 1 but hey wait!" I stopped him, jogging over to his place by 
the door. He already had it opened about halfway, but shut it quickly 
as I approached./ 


"Yeah?" / 



"Would you mind walking to school with me Monday? If you want to, I 
mean." I asked, blushing inwardly at how stupid it sounded. 

A small smile turned his lips, "Sure, that's fine. Just make sure 
you're up early, I leave before most people." 

I nodded, a smile of my own coming forward. He pushed his way through 
the door, shutting it softly behind him. Once again I sauntered into 
the kitchen. I placed the mug that would've been Hiccup's back in its 
place and went to heat up the milk in my own. As the container turned 
lazily inside the microwave I wondered what he meant by "early" . Did 
he have something like tutorials? 

When the milk was done and the brown powder had been mixed into it, I 
climbed the stairs to my room. Mug in hand, I leaned my head against 
the wall beside my bed. I took a sip, the liquid instantly warming my 
mouth and throat . 

"Heart attack, huh? Funny guy." 
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><pXem>Hey there. <em> 

_Thanks for reading chapter two! Drop me a review if you have any 
special requests for the story or if you've noticed something I've 
done wrong (it would be much appreciated) ._ 


3 . Chapter 3 
Chapter 3 

Morning came, and with it, extreme amounts of 
boredom . 

"Toothleeeeeeeess . Why do I have to be grounded on _Saturday?_" 

I held the black salamander in both of my hands. He was still growing 
bigger each day, much to my astonishment (and the quick emptying of 
my wallet on food) . I wouldn't have been able to go outside anyway, 
because of the snow, but now I wouldn't have anything to do all day. 
My computer was gone. Phone, confiscated. Even my favorite books had 
been placed out of my grasp for the day. 

My father wasn't mad about how long I had stayed at Jack's, but about 
how I had lost my key. Honestly, I was sure I didn't lose it. 

Snotlout and his group were always playing stupid pranks like that on 
me, and I would bet the moon that they were actually the ones who had 
taken it . 

Toothless rolled around happily in my hands, his slick black skin 
easily traversing my own. I laid him down on my stomach, where he 
proceeded to wiggle around dumbly. His small pink tongue hung out of 
the left side of his mouth, making him look like a panting dog. I 
sighed deeply, my stomach reaching up and down, making him lose his 
balance for a couple of seconds. 


I looked him over, noticing how much he looked like a frog without 



his tail. He had lost it almost a year ago, and it had only regrown 
to a smallish nub since then. It made it hard for him to get around, 
and he slipped around a lot without it. 

"Am I really this boring? Can I really find _nothing_ to do?" I asked 
him, reaching my hands behind my head. Toothless squirmed his way up 
to my chin, his Kelly green eyes looking up into my emerald ones. He 
sat there for a few seconds, just staring. Then eventually I felt 
something wet as he licked my jaw. "Ewww. Your tongue is slimy." 

I pushed him back onto my belly, rolling up into a sitting position 
on my bed. I silently stroked him, looking up at the time. Lucky me, 
lucky me. I woke up early. It was only 7:00, and all I had for 
entertainment was a slippery black salamander. That, and homework, of 
course. I still hadn't made my way downstairs for breakfast, avoiding 
my father until he left the house. 

He tended to keep away most of the time, including weekends. The man 
never stopped running and doing and working that I barely saw him 
anyway, so it didn't bother me much. In fact, this morning I couldn't 
wait for him to get out of the house and leave me be. At least then I 
would have a change of scenery and something to snack on. Who knows, 
maybe if I baked a cake for him he'd let me off the hook. 

It sounded better than nothing, anyway. 

I decided to go searching in order to find absolutely anything to 
keep me occupied until he left. Pushing Toothless beside me onto the 
center of the bed, I walked over to my desk. It had been a long time 
since I had looked inside it for anything other than the occasional 
calculator or ruler, but it was worth a try. As I rifled through the 
drawers, I noticed the great amount of unopened notebook paper I had 
never used. What made me ever think I would need so much? 

I sorted through each drawer, coming up with nothing more interesting 
than a pack of my favorite peppermint gum (it made me very happy 
actually) . I retreated back to my bed, defeated in my search. The 
desk had apparently not been worth a try. I jumped up onto the bed, 
landing on my back. 

With a very distressed squawk, a certain salamander went flipping 
into the air. 

"Toothless!" I yelled, as he floated in midair for a moment. I swear 
he gave me the most human-like glare I have ever seen on an animal in 
those few seconds. If looks could kill, I would've been salamander 
bait. Then with one final yelp, he landed. 

On my head. 

It took me a second to digest that fact, but then all my previous 
boredom melted away. 

"HAHAHAHAHAHA! " 

The event had me rolling off the side of the bed in deep laughter, 
trying desperately to keep Toothless on the bed. I hit the floor, but 
it only made me laugh harder. At this point, my father would have 
clearly heard me. Did it matter to me, no. It absolutely did not. 



My sides hurt with the effort. It had been a long time since I had 
laughed so hard. "T-Toothless ? You ok?" I asked, throwing my arms 
back up over the side of the bed. He looked at me with wide eyes, as 
if he were calling me crazy. Which I temporarily was, drunk with 
laughter as I had been. He seemed otherwise unharmed, only a little 
scared . 

I heard large footsteps coming down the hallway. Then my door being 
whipped open. "Hiccup! What do you think you're doin', makin' all 
that noise so early in the morning? ! " My father, ruddy faced and 
business suit clad, yelled at me. 

"S-sorrya€l Dad." I apologized, instantly sobering. The anger in his 
eyes softened as he watched my mood change. He wasn't a bad Dad 
really, he just had anger issues. I had dealt with them my entire 
life, but they still scared me somewhat because I had a terrible 
habit of getting on his last nerve. 

He leaned in the doorway, his large form filling it completely. "It's 
fine, finea€l I'll be heading to work soon soa€ 1 just make sure you 
eat breakfast." I had to admit, for someone so scary-looking it was a 
bit funny that he was just as awkward talking to his own son as said 
son was when talking to everyone else. Maybe we really did have 
something in common. He gave a small nod, approving his own message. 
With one more questioning glance over my place on the ground and the 
salamander on my bed, he closed the door. 

"Yeah, love you too Dad." 

I pulled myself up onto my knees and reached over to scratch 
Toothless under the chin. He made a strange noise, something like a 
mix between a purr and a squawk. Rolling up fully onto the bed, I 
made myself comfortable. I heard my father's footsteps in the living 
room below me. They lasted for a little while, pausing here and there 
every so often. A few more minutes of this pattern continued, then 
came the opening and closing of the front door, signaling his 
departure . 

I pushed off from the bed and walked over to my window overlooking 
the lawn. Pulling the curtains back slightly, I peeked out. Dad got 
into the car, shuffled through some papers in his hands, then drove 
off. I let out a sigh. "Free at last! Free at Last! Thank God 
almighty I'm free at last!" I threw my hands up into the air, 
stretching out all of the early morning kinks. "Want some breakfast, 
bud?" He squeaked happily in my ear, tongue hanging out once more. 
"I'll take that as a yes." 

We slid down the stair rail together, something I always liked to do 
when Dad wasn't there. The kitchen was warmer than my room and 
smelled like cinnamon, just like the cinnamon rolls that sat on the 
table. They were sloppily iced, but tasted like heaven. Our other 
neighbor, Nicholas St. North, had made them for us a few days ago, 
and only a few remained of what had once been three trays. 

North was a big guy, the only person larger than my own dad that I 
had ever known. He had never made me feel small though, so I guess 
that was the reason why I hung out with him so much. I would've gone 
to his house yesterday, but he was off on one of his business trips. 

I never knew where he went, but he stayed away for days and even 
weeks at a time when he left for one. The funny thing was, I had 



never seen him in a suit. Well except for times near Christmas, when 
he would don his red Santa gear and talk to kids in the mall. But 
that was a different kind of suit. Never before had I seen him in 
anything else than what he was comfortable in, his large gray pants 
and red shirt (sometimes complimented with a black fur hat) . 

He certainly fit the Santa Claus persona well. Every time I came over 
to visit he would greet me with a large smile, and was actually glad 
to see me. That, or he was just a really, really good actor (still, I 
chose to believe the former) . I picked up one of the gooey rolls and 
took a bite. They were still just as soft as they day he brought them 
over. I never understood how he managed to do that. 

"Yupp, tashtes wike heavem!" I said, mouth filled with pastry. 
Toothless eyed the roll, unsure of it. "Well it's not for you, 
dummy." I told him, flicking his nose a little. He scooted back a 
little in confusion, but regained his post a few seconds later. 
Sitting the roll aside on a napkin, I went to look inside the fridge 
for him some food. On the bottom shelf sat some fish I had put aside 
for him, packaged away in bags. "You know. Toothless, you'd be much 
less of a pain if you didn't refuse everything but fish." I told him, 
opening one of the bags. 

He squirmed excitedly on my shoulder, eagerly awaiting the treat. I 
grabbed his small dish from its place in one of the cabinets and sat 
it on the table for him, placing the fish inside. Toothless jumped 
from my shoulder onto the table, impatient. As soon as my hands were 
gone and the fish emptied out, he went right for it. Table manners 
were apparently out the window today as well. "How can something so 
tiny eat so much?" I asked him, washing my hands. 

He paid my question no mind, too preoccupied with his meal. I 
finished the cinnamon roll not too long after, and went to take 
another look outside. The window was frosty around the edges, a 
perfect frame to the snowy world outside. White draped across houses 
and trees, I could imagine what the woods behind us looked like. Even 
though it was beautiful, it made me unhappy. I walked back from the 
window, not wanting to think too much on memories that didn't need to 
be brought back up. 
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><p>"Twelvea€ 1 f orty-f ive? "<p> 

My sleepy voice drug out in the silence of my room. Aster would 
already be gone by now. He must've left early to have not woken me up 
like he always did. The darkness of my room was penetrated by 
invading light from the window. "Ick." 

I'm usually a morning person, but like the saying goes, you give me 

an inch and I'll take a mile. But more in regards to sleep than 

measures of length. I rolled over sleepily on the bed, trying to 

return to my dreams, but they wouldn't come back. I sighed, giving 
up. I flipped my legs over the side of the bed, cringing as they met 
the cold floor. The sensation sent shivers up my spine and goosebumps 
down my arms. "Aha€ 1 I've missed the cold." 

Aster moved to Australia as soon as my father and him were out of 
high school. He had been living over there for 15 years when I was 
dropped off at his doorstep, a scrawny little eleven-year-old. I 



don't know what happened to my parents. I never met my mom. I know 
she was never married to my dad, and my uncle refuses to tell me the 
story behind that. Everyone who knows anything about the situation 
seems to agree with his silence, and though I was curious about it, I 
never tried to ask. 

I pulled on the blue sweatshirt I lived in. It instantly warmed me as 
the fabric sunk into its usual form. I didn't bother with socks or 
shoes. They were horrible, disgusting creatures and I wanted nothing 
to do with them. Downstairs, I looked around for any sign of life. 
Finding no such evidence, I concluded that my uncle was definitely 
gone for the day. The soft brown pants I slept in hugged my legs as 
walked into the kitchen. 

The new house was beginning to feel more like home each second and it 
was nice. Maybe it was just the weather, but it felt like I had 
returned to my natural habitat. Sydney was a beautiful place, don't 
get me wrong, but I had just felt so out of place the entire time I 
was there. I think Aster could see that, and that's why he tried so 
hard to get me back to the states. There was no point in trying to 
say I was a burden to him, he would never let me. Still, I knew I 
was, and tried hard to do my best for him and to cause as little 
trouble as possible. 

The sound of morning birds chirping was oddly absent, and I wondered 
if they had all left home for someplace warmer. It was already 
November, so that would make sense. Grabbing a bagel from the 
breadbox, I looked out the small window above the sink. What I found 
pushed me into pure bliss. 

"Woohoo ! Snow day!" 

I jumped up, and tossed the half-eaten bagel aside. I didn't care if 
it made me look like it kid. It was snowing, and I was going to make 
the most of it. 

The feeling of shoes oddly didn't bother me as I pulled them on. They 
would be the only thing I really needed to be able to head outside. I 

flipped up the hood of my jacket and stuffed one hand in my pocket as 

I swung the door open. I was greeted by a cold breeze, lightly making 
the snow in front of me flutter in its grasp. It sparkled and threw 
little rainbows out in every direction, reflecting light back up into 
my eyes. A large smile came over me as I took the first step off the 
porch, a satisfying crunch meeting my foot where it landed. 

To me, winter was the absolute best season. 

The only thing that put a damper on the situation was the fact that I 

was alone. I hadn't gotten Hiccup's number yesterday, and I didn't 

know anyone else in town. The thought made me stop for a moment. I 
hadn't introduced myself to Hiccup's father yet, whoever he was, so 
it wouldn't be good to bother him this early. I looked over at their 
driveway, noticing that there was no car parked there. I 
wondereda€ 1 

I still didn't have the guts to walk up to the door, but was there 
some way to get Hiccup's attention? I rifled through the small bag in 
my head that kept potentially risky ideas inside. Eventually, I came 
up with the perfect one. Through the snow, I made my way through his 
lawn. This felt remotely like being some "peeping Tom" but did it 



really matter to me? No. It absolutely did not. 


I looked at the appearance of each window, the color of the curtains 
and so on. Some of the rooms were obvious, the living room and 
kitchen both had windows without anything covering them mostly. 

Others were not so easy to identify. I eventually knocked down the 
number of possibilities to two rooms upstairs. One had deep green 
curtains, the other brown. Either of the colors could've belonged to 
him. 

Well, it was a fifty-fifty chance . Worth a try, right? 

I chose the window closer to the road with the green curtains. I was 
only going with that because it was the same color as his phone. I 
walked over to the road and dug through the snow for some small 
pebbles. Finding a good handful, I walked back over to the 
window . 

Dink . 

Clack . 

Pink . 

Crack . 

"Whoops . " 

The pebbles had hit the window gently, I thought. ButaC 1 that was 
apparently not the case. The smallish crack in the right corner of 
the window served as proof of that. 

Then the curtains moved. 

And Hiccup appeared. 

"You know, Snotlout, you could at least give me weekends off." He 
said, opening the window so he could see out. When it was fully open, 
his eyes came to rest on me with an annoyed sort of look. They 
changed quickly to surprise as he realized who I was. He didn't seem 
to notice the crack, and I wasn't about to point it out. "Jack? What 
are you doing out there?" He asked, a small smile making its way onto 
his face. 

"The question is, my friend, what are you doing in there?" I called 
back to him, and his smile quickly faded. "I'm, urn, groundedaC 1 I 
guess?" He leaned out the window, shivering in the cold air. "Wait, 
was it because you stayed over late with me? Oh gosh, I'm so sorry-" 

I began, but was cut short with the frantic waving of his hands. "No, 
no, no! It wasn't that. It was because I supposedly 'lost' my key." 
This came as new info to me. "Wait, so you didn't lose it yesterday?" 
I asked him, confused. 

He tilted his head to the right and ruffled his hair, "Well, I 
thought I did. In the beginning anyway. Then later I realized that 
there was no way for it to get out of its pocket unless someone took 
it out. I bet you can guess who that person was." The wind blew a 
cold chill through me, a nice feeling I still wasn't used to. "Well 
that's no fair. This is the first snow of the year here right?" I 
asked, really sad that he was missing it. 



He shook his head, "Eh, I don't care for winter much, so it doesn't 
really matter." He said, lips curled up into a fake smile. He seemed 
to use that smile a lot, and I wondered what kept his real one hidden 
so deep beneath it. "Whaaaat?! You don't like winter? Youa€ 1 you're 
crazy!" I told him, shuffling closer to the window through the snow. 
"I mean, snow, for instance. How in the world do you not like snow?" 

I asked, trying to figure out his ridiculous aversion to the best 
season. He chuckled a bit, but no happiness reached his eyes, "Let's 
just say it's a bit too slippery for my taste." 

Seeing that I wouldn't get anything out of him other than that, I 
decided to give up for the time being. "So are you coming out or 
what?" I asked him, returning to my original point. He shook his 
head. "You really must have a terrible memory there. Jack. I already 
told you, I'm grounded." He said, giving an apologetic shrug of his 
shoulders . 

Dang it. He still had that sad smile on. It bugged me to no end that 
I couldn't make him show me a real one. Even last night, at times he 
seemed genuinely happy, but he wouldn't let himself show it. "Well 
that's no good. If you can't come out then I'll just have to come 
in." I told him, a mischievous smile creeping up my lips. He looked 
shocked for another second, and stood in disbelief. "Uha€ 1 ok, I 
guess. I'll go open the door thena€ 1 " 

He shook his head back and forth a few times, then shut the window. I 
was pleasantly surprised, it was easier to get him than I originally 
thought. I jogged through untouched piles of snow to his porch and 
stood in front of the door. It took him a bit longer than expected, 
but the door eventually unlocked and Hiccup opened it. "Hey." He 
said, pulling it wider for me to step inside. Not wanting to track 
anything through his house, I took off my shoes and sat them near a 
chair on the other side of the porch. I hopped briskly back across 
the cold cement to the door, jumping in. Hiccup watched me in 
amusement, "You could've just brought them in, you know. Our house 
isn't exactly fit for a clean freak." 

I shrugged, playing it off. "So this is the great Haddock residency, 
then?" I asked him, looking around. 

The place was nicely decorated. It had a color palate of browns and 
dark greens that moved from wall to wall nicely. They had a large, 
but not overly fluffy couch and a kitchen with one of the largest 
fridges (meant for a home) I had ever seen. The carpet was soft 
underneath my feet and warmed my toes back up quickly. "Heh heh, 
yeah." He said, closing the door. 

"I can't believe you don't like snow." I told him, still very curious 
about it . 

"I can't believe you do." He said. 

"TouchA©. " 

He went into the kitchen leaned on the table. "You like cinnamon 
rolls?" He asked, rummaging through a dish on its surface. "Eh, 
sometimes. Depends on how they taste." I told him, walking over. He 
pulled out two large rolls, each iced somewhat haphazardly. "Then you 
will love these. They were made by Santa." He said with a 



smirk . 


"Santa?" 

"Yes, Santa. You'll meet him later, I'm sure." 

I smiled at this turn of conversation, and instantly became intrigued 
by the pastry. He handed it over, taking a bite of the one he kept 
for himself. "Yupp, shtill tashtes wike heavum." He said, icing 
lining the corners of his mouth. 

_Oh my . _ 

_Oh my?_ 

_Wait, whata€l_ 

"Ah hahaa€ 1 Is that so?" I laughed trying to get back into a normal 
mindset . 

"You won't know until you try." He says, pointing the remainder of 
his roll at mine. I look over the thing, teasing him. "I dunno, 
Hiccupa€ 1 Can one actually taste heaven?" I asked him, testing his 
patience. He is unaffected and sends another wave at the pastry. 

"Take a bite of that and you'll know." He replied, smirking. Looks 
like I was beat. Giving a large, fake sigh, I brought it up to my 
mouth . 

"Heaven, huh? Funny taste." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxem>AN- It would be really awesome of you guys to send me a 
review if you like the story and if you want to give me an idea of 
where you want the story to go._ 


4. Chapter 4- Part 1 
Chapter 4 

I leaned on the table with my left arm, propping myself up. "Santa 
sure can cook, huh?" I asked, bringing the cinnamon roll back up for 
another bite. Hiccup chuckled, "Haha, I'll tell him you said 


"Via letter?" 

"Eh, close enough. I think a text would suffice, though." 

I laughed a little at his comment as I chomped through another bite. 
The icing melted slowly, giving way to the sweet cinnamon flavor 
underneath. It was the best one I've ever eaten. After it was 
finished I wanted another, but didn't ask for one. Hiccup finished 
his own two bites behind me and leaned on the table beside me. "See, 
what did I tell you?" He asks, smirking. I rolled my eyes, giving in. 
"Alright, air- YAAAAAAAAAH ! " 


I screamed as I felt something slither over my hand. I reeled 
backwards, almost slamming into the wall on my way. Hiccup jumped 



scared by my sudden outburst. We both looked at the table at the 
exact same moment. I expected him to have my same sort of reaction I 
had when he saw what it was, a black frog-looking thing squatting 
upon the tabletop, but he laughed instead. "Toothless, what did you 
do?" He asked, picking up the small animal. 

I stared at it, wondering what the heck it was and why Hiccup was 
holding it. Hiccup looked back at my face, noticing my confusion. 
"This is Toothless, my salamander." He said. 

Ha ha, very funny. 

"Hiccupa€l that is not a salamander. Salamanders have tailsa€l and 
are small." He shook his head, waving my thought away. "He does have 
a tail. Well, I meana€ 1 he _did_. It was torn off in an accident last 
year and never really grew back. The size, though, I don't know 
about. Maybe I feed him too much?" He said, smiling sideways at me . I 
took another look at the slimy creature, focusing in on where a tail 
would be if there was one. 

It was difficult to see, but there was definitely a small, raised 
line there. So it really was a salamander. Maybe. I still wasn't 
entirely convinced. "Soa€l His name is Toothless?" I asked, before he 
could comment on my disbelieving face. He nodded. "Yuppa€l I'm not 
exactly good at names I guess." He said, a weak laugh following the 
words . 

My eyes reluctantly shied away from the animal, finding their way 
back to the cinnamon roll, a more pleasant sight. "I'll be right 
back." Hiccup said, bounding off upstairs with the lizard-thing in 
hand. He was gone no more than a minute before reappearing downstairs 
alone. "I put him up so he wouldn't bother you anymore." He 
explained, walking over to the sink to wash his hands. He walked back 
over to my side on the edge of the table, flipping the towel he had 
dried his hands with casually over his shoulder. "Soa€l where did you 
move here from?" He asked, twirling the end of the towel around his 
slender fingers. 

I took a breath, preparing myself for the long story that would 
follow. I told him about my father and my uncle and how I was left 
with him in Sydney and how I had now found myself back in the states. 
"Wow." was his immediate reaction. I chuckled a little at the sight 
of his worried face. "Don't worry about it, I'm fine. I guess it 
kinda helps to tell the story sometimes too, you know? Keeps them 
closea€ 1 " We fell into an awkward silence, one not even I could 
fix . 

Glancing about for anything to make myself look less bothered, my 
eyes once again found the cinnamon roll. Hiccup soon found my gaze 
there. A small smirk climbed up the side of his mouth. "Here," he 
began, "I'll split the last one with you." 

I looked away in surprise and embarrassment, thinking of how funny it 
was that a cinnamon roll could make me so greedy. Of course, these 
were no ordinary cinnamon rolls, as had been called to my attention. 
These were "Santa's" cinnamon rolls, and whether or not he actually 
made them was irrelevant, they were still the best thing I had ever 
tasted. Hiccup ripped the sticky roll into two crooked halves, giving 
me what seemed to be the larger of them. 



We worked our way through the last few bites until there was nothing 
left. "Ah, thanks." I said, returning to my usual self, thankful for 
the distraction from the earlier awkwardness. "No prob." Hiccup said, 
crossing in front of me back into the living room. I licked the last 
remains of the roll off my fingertips and followed him. He grabbed an 
Xbox remote and flashed the cover of a game in my direction. "You 
play?" he asked, travelling to the other side of the couch and 
immediately flopping down into it. 

Even on his own couch, his feet didn't hit the floor. Poor 
shorty . 

Laughing inwardly to myself, I slipped down beside him, grabbing a 
second remote. "You bet." I said, giving him a playful glare. He 
wiggled around, sitting Indian style as he propped his elbows up on 
his knees. "Good." He said, throwing his own challenge my way. 

We played for a few good hours, and even though I could pride myself 
as the champion among my friends back in Sydney, this little runt 
beat me every single time. Finally, I gave in. "Dang it. Hiccup!" I 
bellowed as he slashed up my avatar for the 50th time. He laughed, 
letting his weight fall back into the couch cushions. "Sucks to 
suck." He replied, fully enjoying his victory. Crap. 

Sunday came, and with it, more snow. Somehow, I had found myself back 
at hiccup's door. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>*Ding Dong*<p> 

"Ughha€ 1 " 

*Diiiiiiiiiiing Dong* 

"Grrrra€ 1 " 

*Ding Dong Ding Dong Ding Dong Ding Dong Ding-* 

"Whaddaya Waaaant?!" I yelled, throwing the door open. I had fallen 
asleep on the couch after Jack left, too lazy to make the long trek 
up the stairs to my room. Cold air whooshed around me, ruffling and 
lifting my loose brown sweater around my waist. It spread like 
tickling fingers through the fabric, finding its way across my ribs 
and into my sleeves, giving me shivers. "Brrrrra€ 1 " I winced, 
wrapping my right arm around my left shoulder, rubbing slightly to 
warm it up. 

I was greeted by Jack's lazy early morning smirk. "Hey Hiccup." He 
said, tilting his head. He reminded me of an owl in the way he always 
seemed to be looking forward yet far away. Resisting the urge to sigh 
loudly, I let my arm fall and swing back, inviting him in. 

He shook his head, staying put. I shot him a questioning glance, 
wondering why he was forcing me to let all of my beautiful warm air 
out. "Hurry up and go get changed, I'm taking you for a ride." He 
demanded, twirling on his heel to walk back down the steps. I 
couldn't hold back the sigh this time, "I don't know if you forgot or 
what. Jack but there's a little problem with your plan." I said. He 
twisted his head back at me in curiosity. "I'm still grounded. 



remember?" I told him, shaking my head. 


He pouted a little, but then came a glittering in his I eyes I knew 
could mean nothing but trouble. "Yesa€l . And?" He asked, throwing 
himself back towards my direction. "And that means I'm not allowed to 
leave the house, stupid. We covered this yesterday." I told him, a 
look of annoyance covering my face. This seemed to make him only 
laugh at me. "Geez, you're grumpy when you wake up. Hie." He said, 
winking. Usually I would cringe at the name, but when Jack said ita€ 1 
I don't know. It soundeda€ 1 softer? "You know it's already two 
o'clock, right?" 

I leaned into the doorway, giving up on being warm. "Oh yeah? Well 
you're the one who woke me up so you can blame yourself." I said, 
refusing to budge. He let out a small breath, and crossed in front of 
me into the house. He wiped his feet on the mat, making little pieces 
of snow ricochet onto the tops of my feet, giving me goosebumps. 

After he was all the way inside, I shut the door. He took off his 
coat, revealing the blue hoodie he seemed so fond of underneath. 

"What are you doing?" I asked, still too tired to think too 
much . 

"I'm forcing you to come with me." He said, beckoning me forward, 
further into the living room. "Uma€ 1 wouldn't you be leading me the 
wrong way, then?" I asked, confused. He laughed, "Well, you wouldn't 
be able to go out in nothing but your boxers and that sweater, now 
would you?" He returned, nodding in my direction. I felt a little 
blush make it up to my cheeks. "W-well, that won't be a problem, 
since I can't go anyway." I told him, staying put. He chuckled a 
little at my stubbornness, the same glint from earlier still in his 
eyes . 

"Finea€ 1 I'll just have to rummage through your closet by myself, 
then." He said, and with that, went to bouncing his way up the stairs 
to my room. "Jack?!" I called out, unbelieving. When he didn't come 
down, I came up. I walked down the hallway to the door to my bedroom. 
"Ack! It's the thing!" He called out, scared by something. I assumed 
it was toothless, remembering the reaction Jack had to him yesterday. 
Jack stood by his tank with a look of disgust-slash-intrigue as he 
examined Toothless. 

"So you ' re_ still_ scared of him?" I asked mockingly. He threw me a 
small scowl. "Shut up." 

I laughed quietly to myself as he made his way to my closet door. 
"Jack, are you kidding me? Are you really going to get me in trouble 
just for your own fun?" I asked. "I'm nothing if not persistent." He 
said. "You got that righta€ 1 " I muttered under my breath. He opened 
the door to find my surprisingly neat closet. He showed a look of 
surprise at the lack of stuff inside. 

He silently flipped through hangers, probably noticing how almost 
every shirt I owned was either brown or green. After a few more 
seconds, he found one to his liking and pulled out a pair of jeans. 

He flopped them on the bed and nodded pointedly at them. "Change and 
meet me downstairs." He commanded, pushing past me back to the living 
room. He wasn't going to let me get out of this. Oh well, maybe if I 
hurried I could get back before Dad. 

I turned to my bed to see what shirt he had picked. I chucked to 



myself as I saw that he had picked out the only blue shirt I owned. I 
slipped off the brown sweater and put on the blue shirt. It had a 
crew neck and was really plaina€ 1 I had used it for a cosplay once 
and never wore it again. I slipped on the pants and walked over to 
Toothless' tank. 

I dropped a few bits of store-bought salamander food inside so he 
wouldn't starve until I got back and could give him some regular 
food. He looked at it like it was the most disgusting thing he had 
ever seen in his life. Which, as far as food goes, it probably was. I 
had spoiled him since the day I found him, and only on a few rare 
occasions like this did I ever feed that stuff to him. I jogged back 
downstairs to find Jack leaning against the table. 

He smirked a little at his accomplishment . "You ready?" He asked. I 
held up a finger. "Yesa€l on one condition. I have to be back before 
my Dad gets off work at eight or I will be royally screwed." I told 
him. He smiled really big, happy that I had finally agreed, and 
bounced up and down on his toes a couple times. He reminded me of kid 
waiting for their parent to take them to the zoo or something. I 
grabbed my coat, while he went to open the door. I followed him out 
and we made our way outside to his car, which was already running in 
front of his house. He never intended on letting me stay home 
today . 

We jumped inside, taking shelter from the cold. The radio was set to 
a station playing Celtic rock. He must've noticed my small smile 
because he switched the channel to a pop station right after. "So 
where are we going anyway?" I asked him, just now thinking of the 
question. "To the mall in Merk. Remember I lived in Sydney? Yeah, so 
I don't have much winter wear." He said. Oh, ok. Well this shouldn't 
take too long, then. 

"Jack? You've been in there for _thirty minutes_ with _five 
shirts_a€l are you okay?" I asked through the dressing room stall's 
door. From inside came a rustling, and finally the door flew open. 
Jack's face had a determination of an Olympic racer. "_I can't 
choose. He said, his brow wrinkling in discontent. I had to laugh a 
little at that. "Well they all looked fine when you showed me 
earlier, I don't see what your problem is." I told him and crossed my 
arms across my chest. He gave me a small sigh of disappointment. 

"This is serious. Hie. I pride myself in being a very well dressed 
person. I can't just buy something on a _whim!_" he said, the most 
serious look on his face I had ever seen. 

I think I laughed for another thirty minutes afterward. 

Then, five hours, three shirts, and a dark blue coat later, he called 
it quits for the day. 

"God I'm starving!" Jack exclaimed as we flopped ourselves down into 
the seat of the car. We hadn't eaten dinner yet, and it was 
alreadya€ 1 

"Gah! Jack! It's already 7:45!" I yelled, scaring him a little with 
my sudden outburst. He was confused for a second, but then he looked 
at the clock, just as shocked as me. "Dang it!" he quickly thrust his 
key into the ignition and turned ita€ 1 only for us to be answered 
with a "Rrrrrr- tick tick tick tick tick! Brrrrbbb." He tried again. 
Same response. After about four more tries it was evident that we 



wouldn't be getting home on time, if at all. 


We sat back in our chairs, pondering our next move. "Well crap." We 
both said in unison, and despite the situation, it ended up being a 
little funny. "Well, I'd rather not call my Dad, so do you think you 
could call your uncle?" I asked, a little bit of hope in my voice. 
Jack turned to me with an apologetic looka€ 1 "My uncle's out of town, 
visiting a friend in New York until tomorrow night." He said. "What 
kind of person goes to New York for one day? ! " I asked, panic 
starting to take its hold once again. 

On top of all that, I now had a headache. 

Wonderful . 

Oh, and Toothless would need to be fed. 
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><p>I looked at Hiccup and the nervous wreck he was quickly becoming. 
"Calm down. Hie. It's okay." I assured him, patting his shoulder. 

"You need to call your Dad." His eyes showed the fear that sentence 
immediately brought him, but you could tell that he knew it too. 

After a while he finally sighed and pulled out his phone. He hovered 
over the call button for a moment, but finally found the courage to 
press it. It rang for a few seconds. Hiccup's free hand in a fist at 
his side.<p> 

"Heya€l Dad?" 

I took the moment to step out of the car and take a look at the 
engine to see if I could figure out what was wrong (even though I 
knew zip about cars) . I popped the latch and lifted the hood to find 
a bunch of mechanical parts I didn't know the names of. I really 
should've paid better attention to my uncle when he was attempting to 
teach me about all thisa€l 

I fiddled around with a few things I thought were safe before finally 
giving up. Since there wasn't any smoke coming out of it I assumed it 
was safe, at least for now. I closed the hood and peered through the 
window at Hiccup, whose face was calmer than I expected it to be. I 
decided it was safe to climb back in, and as I did. Hiccup said his 
goodbyes and hung up. He looked over at me with relief written all 
over his face. "Wella€l?" I asked, wondering what had 
happened . 

"Weeeella€l he can't come pick us up because his trip is going to 
last later than it was supposed to, but I have a backup plan now." He 
said, a smile coming across his face. "You got enough for a night in 
a hotel?" he asked, the smile fading a little. "Well, yeah. I've got 
my debit on me." I said, deflating a little. He breathed out a sigh 
of relief. "I'll pay half when we get back, but I need to call 
someone real quicka€ 1 You've got a smartphone, right? Wanna try 
finding us a cheap hotel room or something?" he asked, scrolling 
through his contacts to another person. I went to Google and typed in 
a search for hotels in Merk. The list popped up when I heard the 
faint sound of the person answering on Hiccup's phone. It was a 
girl's voice, that much I could tell, but the volume was set too low 
for me to pick out individual words. 



"Hey, Astrid." He said, looking out the window. 

"Yeah, I knowa€ 1 I kinda need you to do me a big favora€ 1 " 

He then went on to explain our situation to whoever this Astrid girl 
was, finally taking a break when she interrupted him. 

"Yesa€l I know I'm stupid. Astrid will you please, please, _ please_ 
pick us up tomorrow?... Yesa€ 1 I know tomorrow's Mondaya€ 1 Yesa€ 1 I 
know I'm extremely stupid." 

Hiccup bit his lip a little at the direction the conversation was 
going. I found a decent looking hotel with a nice 
price . 

"Asriiiiiiiiiiiid ! Please?! I'lla€l take over your shift in football 
hell for a month!" he promised. I looked at the hotel's available 
rooms . 

"Really? ! ThankYouThankYouThankYou, I shall write sonnets in your 
honor! Many sonnets! I'll text you the name of the hotel later, 
kay ?... Alright . Goodnight, Astrid." 

Hiccup hung up with a little "Yes!" escaping his lips. I flipped my 
screen over to show him the motel. 

"I take it we have a ride home, then?" I asked, inwardly laughing at 
Hiccup for the promise he had made her. He nodded his head, "Yupp, 
Astrid should be able to make it." He said, smiling. "This is the 
best one I could find within walking distance. It should be fine for 
one night." I told him. He nodded in approval. "Good job." He said, 
leaning back in his chair. 

A little while later, after we had packed up everything in the car 
and locked it, we were heading down the road to the bed-and-breakf ast 
I had found a couple streets down. We walked up to the check in 
counter and rented a room for the night. The lady looked at us a 
little funny, but didn't ask any questions. We were assigned a room 
on the second floor, the top floor. Even though we could've taken the 
stairs and made it faster, we took the elevator. Why? Because 
elevators are more fun than stairs. 

We entered our room and I noticed it was actually very clean and 
nice-smelling. Hiccup seemed to be thinking the same thing because he 
said "Nice pick." There was only one bed, but it was a king size, so 
I wasn't too bothered by it. Hiccup threw his portion of the stuff 
from the car onto his side of the bed and I mine. It was 7:30, and 
now that all of the major worries had been taken care of, my stomach 
was demanding attention. "I'm hungry." I said, flopping onto the bed. 
Hiccup nodded in agreement. "Me tooa€ 1 Wanna order pizza?" He asked. 

I looked over at the bedside table for a pamphlet telling us what the 
nearest delivery pizza place's number was. I ordered us a large 
supreme pizza and two cokes. Hiccup was laying on his stomach beside 
me, facing towards the TV at our feet instead of the headboard. He 
was flipping through the channels, settling on an old re-run of 
Family Guy. I honestly couldn't stand the show, but didn't say 
anything. "Hey, I'm going to get through the shower before the food 
gets here, I have a good amount of cash in my wallet if he comes 
before I get out." I told him, sliding off the bed. 



He tilted his head over his shoulder to look at me. "Good idea." 
Hurry so I can get through too." He said, waving me off. 
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><p>I heard the water through the thin walls as the shower turned on. 
I texted Astrid the details about the motel, throwing in a couple 
extra thank yous . I tossed and turned on the bed, bored without 
something to do. I looked back at the bedside table and found the 
courtesy paper pad. It was filled with perfectly square 5X5 in paper. 
I pulled the pad over to my side and tore a page off. I started by 
folding the paper in half, then at a diagonala€ 1 <p> 

I had just made the last fold in the paper crane when there was a 
knock at the door. I flicked Bob to the side, grabbing Jack's wallet. 
I opened the door, where a very scary-looking tattooed guy held our 
supreme pizza. "Thanksa€l" I mumbled, ever the awkward one. He handed 
me back my change, never saying even one word. I closed the door and 
slipped the pizza onto the small desk in the corner. "Hey, Jack! The 
pizza's here!" I told him through the door. "Kay, thanks!" He called 
back . 

I flopped back on the bed, waiting on him. The water quieted a few 
minutes later. Jack came out a few seconds later in his boxers, 
lightly drying his hair with a towel. You know, the people in Berk 
were big and stout, but none of them would've had anything on Jack. 

He had a six pack. A nice one. Oh, and rock hard biceps. He made me 
look like a limp noodle. 

His eyes fell on the box, still unopened on the table. "You waited?" 
He asked, raising an eyebrow. "Yeah, figured I'd bettera€ 1 since 
you're buying." I said, throwing him a sly look. "Haha€l fine." He 
said, knowing that this whole thing was his idea anyway. He walked 
over and opened one of the cokes, handing me the other one, and 
flipped the box open. The smell that had already begun to spread 
around the room was now let out in full force and my mouth began to 
water . 

I went into the bathroom and brought back a couple Kleenexes since we 
didn't have any plates. Before we knew it the entire pizza was 
demolished and the cokes drained. "Aha€ 1 that hit the spot." He said, 
patting his flat stomach. He really was insisting on making me as 
jealous as possible. I let out a loud sigh, "Welp, Imma go take a 
shower, then." I announced, heading in that direction. "Have fun with 
that." Jack said, laughing at me. 

I stepped inside, the mirror still covered with a light mist from 
Jack's shower before. I stepped inside and twisted the knob to the 
hottest temp it had. I had never been one for cold showers, even when 
I was a kid. I let the water flood over me, rinsing away the last bit 
of my headache, letting me relax. It had been a long daya€ 1 even 
though it had only started at two o'clock. 

I stepped out of the shower about fifteen minutes feeling replenished 
and happy again. I dried off and threw my boxers back on. Flinging 
the towel around my neck, I exited the bathroom. The cold air of the 
room was in stark contrast with the warmth of the bathroom, and made 
me shiver a little. I looked over at Jack, who was quickly changing 
channels on the bed. 
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><p>There was nothing to watch, seriously. I hadn't seen a sadder 
selection of shows since kindergarten . <p> 

The water from the shower turned off. 

Click . 

Golden Girls. 

Rusting sounds and squeaks. 

Click . 

Blue's clues. 

The bathroom door opened. 

Click . 

Local News . 

Hiccup stepped out. 

Click . 

Bob Ross. 

Hiccup in his boxers. 

*tiny gasp* 
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><pXstrong>Loooooooooooooooooong update. <strong> 

**Yes I know it has been forever... and you're all going to kill me 
when I say this... but I forgot I even started writing 
this . . . ** 

**BUT NO WORRIES!** 

**I intend to stay back this time until the bitter end. Writer's 
block begone! ** 

**Hee Hee Hee Mr. Jack Frosty... we ' s about to make this story 
fun . ** 

*******As always, it would be lovely if all you lovelies would 
comment or send me a review.******* 

**Much love and kawaii,** 

**the-meeek . ** 

5. Chapter 4- Part 2 


Chapter 4 a€" Part 2 



"What are you looking at?" I asked Jack, noticing his stare and mouth 
slightly agape. My question seemed to knock him out of his sudden 
coma, forcing him to clear his throat and look away. *cough cough* 
"Aha€ 1 ha. Nothinga€ 1 Nothing at all." He said. I raised an eyebrow 
but didn't question it further. I flopped myself down on the bed 
beside him, noticing the station he had just flipped to. 

"Soa€l you paint?" I asked, thinking "The Joy of Painting" seemed 
like something he would not be slightest bit interested in. He 
flicked his eyes upward, taking notice of the show. "a€lNot 
exactlya€l" He said, softly chewing on the inside of his cheek. His 
strange answer piqued my interest. "Then whata€ 1 exactly?" I asked. 

He threw a quick glance my way, almost as if he was afraid to look at 
me for some reason. I wondered what had happened while I was in the 
shower to make him act so weird. A strange program on TV maybe? It 
might've been one of those really disturbing commercials about 
girdles for grandmas. 

"Well for one thing, I've never laid my hands on a _canvas_a€ 1 per 
se." He said, finally deciding that was a safe answer. "Soa€l what? 
You're a tagger or something?" I asked, not thinking him the type do 
something like that. "Uma€ 1 yeah, actually." He said, reaching his 
hand up to scratch at the nape of his neck. My eyes widened a little 
in surprise, "No way! Seriously?" I asked, leaning forward to hear 
the rest of the story. This reaction seemed to take him by surprise, 
as he looked straight at me for a second or two. He just nodded his 
answer . 

I leaned my head into my hand, tilting my face up toward him. "Do 
tell." I said, waving him on. He paused for a few second s before 
answering, "Well, I learned back in Sydney. I never did anything 
illegal reallya€l or at least I never got caught when I did." He 
laughed slightly and stopped there. It was obvious he still needed a 
bit of a push to get the rest out. "So, you taught yourself?" 

He shook his head, and his mouth immediately turned down in frown. It 
disappeared just as quickly as it had arrived, and he turned his face 
even further to the side to conceal what was there. I wondered if I 
had pushed too far. "No, aa€ 1 frienda€ 1 taught me." He waited a few 
moments before he continued with, "His name was Jamie." 

I could tell something was really bothering him, and thought it 
better to just drop the subject instead of prying further. "You make 
it look like you lived some cool double life back in Sydney." I 
teased, punching him lightly in the shoulder. To my surprise, he 
leaned into my fist instead of away. 

Before I knew what hit me, there was a sleeping Jack in my lap. 
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><p>The sun was warm on the beach. It reminded me of the one time my 
parents had taken me to the Gulf of Mexico in my last summer with 
them. I always liked the ocean for this reason, and came as often as 
I could. "Hey! Snowflake!" a familiar, warm voice called behind me, 
yanking me from the memories. It instantly brought a smile to my 
face. I tilted my head back, finding the upside-down silhouette of 
Jamie in the sunset behind me. "Hey, you." I said as he came 
closer . <p> 



He was wearing the red and yellow wavy patterned swim trunks I gave 
him for his birthday, while I had on brown skinny jeans (too lazy to 
change into my similar swim wear) . He plopped down in the sand beside 
me, his brown hair ruffling around in the breeze, his soft scent of 
ice cream and ocean spray surrounding us. "I didn't know you were 
coming today." He said, jabbing me in the side with his elbow. 

"Funny, neither did I." I replied, laughing at how I had just 
inst inctually come to the same spot we always met at, just like he 
had. I dug the heels of my palms into the ground, leaning back on 
them to get a better look. 

Yeah, my boyfriend was still extremely hot. 

Then the face began to change, little by little. Hmmma€ 1 
frecklesa€ 1 
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><p>"Jack?" I asked softly to the pile of person that had suddenly 
planted himself in my lap. When he didn't stir I tried again, "Jack? 
You okaya€l?" Still no answer. Heaving out a large sigh, I fell back 
on my elbows. There was no way for me to move him without waking him 
up. I simply wasn't graceful enough for that. Jack's head rolled up 
toward the ceiling, and I could see his face. He had a smile on in 
his sleep, having a nice dream, I guessed. The only sound in the room 
now was our breathing and Bob Ross' technique on painting 
waterfalls . <p> 

_"He has a nice face."_ I thought to myself. Not in a weird way, just 
stating a fact. He was the kind of guy girls went gaga over. Pale 
skin, perfect spikey hair, sharp china€ 1 did he have a girlfriend 
back in Sydney? I seriously doubted that he didn't. My phone buzzed 
to the side of me, showing that I had gotten a text from Astrid. 

-K, thanks. I'll be there tomorrow. So tell me more about this Jack 
guy . 

The message was short and to the point, like they always were. I 
rolled my eyes at it, then typed in a reply. 

-Have I ever mentioned that you are the best person alive? And as for 
Jack, he's cool. You'll like him, I think. 

-Oh will I now? 


-Yes . 

It was obvious Jack wasn't moving from his spot anytime soon, so I 
made myself as comfortable as I could, crossing my arms behind my 
head and laying down. The process of paint thinning was now making 
its way to my ears, silently creeping up before slipping me into a 
deep sleep. 

I'm back in the kitchen. Like looking at an old picture, it's the 
same scene over and over again. 


She's making dinner, macaroni and cheese. She always knew that would 
make me happy. Dad had once again forced me to try out for a sport, 
but even in our small school district, they hadn't wanted me on the 



team. That was fine with me. 


She turns around, a soft smile on her face. I always loved her 
smile . 

" Momma a€ 1 " 

LB 

"Moa€ 1 Momma!" 

I heard a soft whimper behind me, and felt a crick forming in my 
neck. _What am I laying on?_ I was turned upwards towards the 
ceiling. I looked to my left to find the happily bearded face of Bob 
Ross. Not what I wanted to see. I flipped my head to the right, 
noticing the pillow was quite stiffa€l 

I promise my eyes widened on their owna€ 1 not because I wanted them 
to. You see, it was just _there_. 

The sight literally threw me off the bed. 

Onto the floor. 

Loudly . 

"Gyaaaah- ha!" Hiccup yelped, scared by my sudden movement out of his 
crotch. Which brought on the inevitable question, just how did I get 
there in the first place? I rubbed at the back of my head, noticing 
the bump that was rising there. "Oucha€ 1 " I threw both of my arms up 
over the side of the bed once again, looking back at what I was 
expecting to be a very surprised Hiccup. 

What I encountered instead was a crying Hiccup. It was more 
depressing than seeing a stray puppy. The saddest part was that he 
didn't even know he was crying. He had the same surprise I was 
looking for earlier on a second glance, but I couldn't overlook the 
silent tear that had escaped down his right cheek. It was enough to 
snap me out of my previous thoughts of what I had been sleeping on 
earlier. I jumped back onto the bed unthinkingly. 

"Hie?" I asked, "Are you okay?" 

He shook his head. His face slowly contorted into the very definition 
of "suffering in silence". His eyes refused to blink, even though 
they were glassy and red now. His lips quivered slightly as they were 
pressed into a tight line. His hands were to his side, gripping at 
the sheets in quiet fear. "Noa€ 1 no I'm not." 

I promise you, I didn't know what my hands were doing. You see, it 
just kinda happeneda€ 1 

Before I knew what was going on, my arms were slipped around Hiccup's 
waist, yanking him up into them. I pulled him onto my lap with no 
time to think about what was happening. I could tell he was 
embarrassed by the way he tried to pull away, but he was just too 
emotionally drained for that. After a while, when he realized I 
wasn't going to let him go, he gave in. He managed to keep too much 
noise from escaping his lips, but all the same, I could tell he was 
crying . 



After a while, his sobs calmed a little. I felt him relax, and let 
him scoot a couple feet away. He awkwardly sat on the corner of the 
bed, refusing to look up at me. 

Then came the thought . 

You know, where something finally clicks? 

Yeah, that one. 

No longer able to stand the silence, and knowing that Hiccup wouldn't 
be the one to break it, I jumped off the bed. He looked up slightly, 
not quite to my face, but enough to see where I was going. I went 
over to the light switch and turned around. "a€l Let's go to bed, 
alright?" I said, reaching up to flip it. He looked up at that, 
probably thinking it was rude to ignore me while he was the only one 
in the room. 

He nodded, "M'kay." and looked back away from me. I turned off the 
light and clumsily found my way back to the bed using the wall as my 
guide. I could hear the rustling of blankets as Hiccup climbed under 
them. Soon I found my way beside him, snuggling into the welcome 
warmth that surrounded me. After a few moments of quiet and those 
strange thoughts that come to your head right before dreaming, I was 
taken under by deep waves of sleep. 
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><p>I don't think I've ever known anyone who snored louder than 
Jack . <p> 

Including my Dad, and that's saying something. 

Even more surprising, it wasn't annoying, but almost comforting. 

I was laying on the bed, facing the ceiling. I think. Have you ever 
wondered what's actually in the dark? For example, you wouldn't know 
if you had suddenly been transported to another world altogether 
would you? If someone's not watching you, and you don't know 
yourselfa€l how do we really know where we are? 

I think these are the thoughts that scare me the most. Now despite 
what some may call me, I don't get scared easily. I've been beaten up 
way to many times for that, and fear only makes things worse than 
they need to be. But as I rested there, it didn't matter where I was 
anyway. Embarrassing as it was to admit, it was nice to know I wasn't 
alone . 

I felt the bed creak as Jack shifted his position. He rolled over in 
my direction, my back facing him. I pretended I was asleep, 
remembering my embarrassment from earlier. He must've woken up 
because he couldn't get comfortable and sat up in the bed. I decided 
to keep playing dead and tried to make my breathing 
even . 


"a€l Hiccup?" He whispered, half sleepy-drunk from his former stupor. 
I didn't reply. He sighed a tiny bit. 


"You really make it hard to forget things, you know that? Just as 



soon as I broke up with him tooa€|" 


9 I 


* * 


* 


><pxstrong>Hehehehhehehehhhehehehehhehehehehhehhhehehehehhehe 
hhehhhehehehehe . <strong> 

* *Heheheheheheheheh . * * 

**Heh. ** 


**Parte dos.** 

**Yeah I know it's short... and depressing... 

THENEXTONEWON ' TBEASBAD IPROMI SEEORGI VEME * * 

6. Chapter 5 
Chapter 5 

Morning came with my discovery of Hiccup sleeping on the floor. 

He was shivering in his sleep due to a lack of blankets and the 
overly powerful AC unit. He was in a strange position with his face 
down, but his legs curled out to the side. 

Hmm. . . nice "view" as well. 

"Hiccup? " 

"Hnna€ 1 ?" 

"Rise and shine. Isn't it about time whoever-she-is comes to pick us 
up? " 

"What timeaCl?" 

I looked over at the bedside table at the alarm clock. 

"It's six thirty." 


"a€ 1 Ew. " 

I chuckled under my breath and slipped my feet off the bed onto the 
rough carpet. "Soa€l care to explain why you're on the floor?" I 
asked him, staring pointedly. His face had little indents on it when 
he sat up, testifying to the amount of time he had spent there. He 
raised his eyebrows a little bit at the question and stuttered out, 
"Uma€ 1 well you see youa€ 1 I mean Ia€l you knowa€ 1 " I tilted my head 
in confusion. He noticed and stopped. "I uha€ 1 Sleepwalking! Yesa€ 1 . 
That's what it wasa€ 1 sleepwalking." 


*blink blink* 



"Umm. Okay?" I asked, still very confused by all the stuttering but 
accepting the answer. "Well, I'm hungry. Ergo I'm going down to 
breakfast." I told him, throwing on a pair of pants and crossing over 
him to the desk where my shirt was. He stood up beside me and grabbed 
his own shirt and jeans. I looked down nonchalantly, just before the 
shirt came back on. Dang it. 

I threw my own shirt over my head and joined him over at the door. 
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><p>We walked back over to the elevator, once again not bothering 
about the stairs. Once we were on the first floor we traversed 
through grumpy truck drivers and busy little businessmen to a table 
for two in the corner. Laying claim to it with our two cups of 
recently made coffee (his being black and mine verging on hot 
chocolate status) we found our way to the food. Jack headed over to 
the waffle maker whilst I found my way to the cereal and 
bagels . <p> 

Ooh . Muffinsa€l 

I didn't know how to deal with the situation. How does one simply say 
"Oh, nothing, you know the norm. Slept with a gay guy in a hotela€l"? 
The thought made me shiver, but I continued on munching at the muffin 
as Jack came back to sit in the seat in front of me. "Well, my first 
day of school is going just swimmingly so far, eh Hie?" He said with 
a laugh. I couldn't tell if that was sarcasm or if he was actually 
happy about waking up at 5:30 in the morning. 

Jack continued to chat happily through the rest of breakfast and we 
slowly settled back into the same friendly pace we had yesterday. I 
mentally slapped myself for being scared of Jack earlier. I had liked 
him as a person before the fact and I promised myself that I wouldn't 
let it change my perception of him any further. After Breakfast we 
went back to the room, tidying up and gathering our belongings. 

Jack turned the TV on once again, helping to aid the silence as we 
cleaned. My phone was almost dead, but I would have just enough 
battery to get Astrid's text when she came for us. "So Hiccup, " Jack 
started, "How did the call with your dad go yesterday? It didn't seem 
like he was as angry as you were expecting." 
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><p>My question surprised Hiccup in the quiet room, but he answered, 
"Well, I didn't have to tell him. He was just about to call me to 
tell me he had to work late and would be staying the night in Durk." 

A small smile tipped up the corner in his mouth, showing off a small 
dimple I hadn't noticed before. <p> 

No . 

_NO._ 

Stop it right there. 

I forced my head to the side, silently reprimanding myself. "Aha€ 1 So 
that means we're out of the woods once we get to school, then?" I 



ask. Hiccup nodded his reply, "We should be, anyway. Unless you or 
Astrid decide to blab." I could feel the warning look he sent into my 
back. Putting my hands up beside my head, I surrendered. "Don't 
worry, my lips are sealed." Hiccup's phone beeped, signaling what 
should be our ride home. 

Only then did it occur to me that I was going to have to get a tow 
and tell my Uncle anyway. Oh well, I'd force him to stay silent one 
way or another. Hiccup and I walked outside the motel to find a blue 
Toyota 4Runner. A girl with blonde hair in a ponytail sat inside. By 
the way Hiccup waved to her, I assumed she must've been Astrid. 

Hiccup waved me forward toward the car and stuffed our things in the 
trunk . 

Hiccup jumped in the back seat, giving me the front, a gesture I'm 
sure was meant to be kind, but it only made things awkward as I sat 
down beside a girl I had never met before. Hiccup, buckling his 
seatbelt without looking at me or the girl said, "Astrid, Jack. Jack, 
Astrid." The introduction was brief and wasn't really needed. 

Still, that was ok because I know how to handle girls very, _very_ 
well . 
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><p>"Hello, Jack. Nice to meet you." I extended a hand in the white 
haired boy's direction, trying to make up for Hiccup's poor excuse of 
an introduction . <p> 

Ok, yeah. So I did get a glance at him when he was walking out of the 
motel, but up close? 

THIS BOY IS GORGEOUS. 

I mean, a lot of guys are cute but I'm quite sure I could stare at 
his face for hours on end and never tire of it. He is pretty. 

Very pretty. 

Wow . 

Pretty . 
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><p>"Uha€l Astrid?"<p> 

I called out her name, waving my hand in front of her face as she 
stares blankly at Jack, mouth slightly agape. She blinked a few 
times, finally coming out of her trance. "Aha€ 1 Oh! Ha ha haa€ 1 Sorry 
about that." She blushed violently, trying to hide it as she flipped 
to adjust her side mirror that clearly did not need adjusting. 

I laughed inwardly to myself, thinking of how I would tease her about 
it later. I knew Jack had lady-killer looks but geez, didn't think 
he'd get to Astrid. 

Whatever . 


For some reason I found myself completely put off. Jack had a smug 



look on his face, making it seem like he knew that that would happen. 
That guess didn't seem so far off. Even in the dim light of the 
coming dawn, her reaction had been that great. Jack noticed me 
looking and turned around to face me better. He threw me one of those 
mischievous grins of his. 

And a wink. 

•:k ^ ^ 

><p>Omg . <p> 

Hiccup . 

Hiccup is blushing. 

I mentally cursed the car for being so dim. I couldn't make out 
anything but a small tint of red on his cheeks, but that must've 
meant he was blushing really hard for me to be able to see it through 
the dark. Thoughts about it had come to my head before but right now. 
Hiccup is justa€ 1 reallya€l supera€ 1 damn cute. 

Which is not a good thing to be thinking about a guy you've known for 
what? Three days? I seriously must be screwed up in the head. With an 
undetectable sigh, I twist back forward. Astrid finally calms herself 
down enough to stop messing around with the perfectly straightened 
side mirror and begins the drive back to Berk. We sat mostly in 
silence on the way there. Between Astrid' s awkwardness (which was 
nearing the same level as Hiccup's) and Hiccup's inability to start a 
conversation with an extra person in the car, there wasn't much to do 
but sit and wait. 

Before long, we were back on our street, with neither my uncle's nor 
Hiccup's father's cars sitting in the road. I heard Hiccup give a 
small sigh of relief. He quickly hopped out of the car, and I took 
his lead. We grabbed our things out of the trunk, and went to say 
thanks to Astrid one more time. 

"Oh! It's no biggiea€ 1 " She said, waving at us with a small 
embarrassed smile on her face. 

Once she had driven off Hiccup gave out a rather loud snicker. "Ah, 
looks like you've already got and admirer, huh? Can't wait to give 
her hell about that later." He turned on his heel, not letting me see 
the expression he had on. Not knowing what to say I just followed 
suit and walked back towards my house. "Oh! Hey Hie!" I called out, 
right before he was going to disappear though the door. He popped his 
head back out. "Yeah?" 

"Don't forget your promise to show me around today!" I told him. 
Before giving him a chance to answer, I glided through the door into 
the warm air of the quiet house. Sooner or later I'd have to tell 
Aster about the car, but I didn't necessarily want to think about 
that right before school. 

I rushed back to my room, thinking about what I_ would_ wear, if the 
school didn't have a uniform. I'd probably take out one of the shirts 
we bought yesterday, iron it really quick, pair it with some freshly 
cleaned shoes anda€ 1 god I am so gay. 
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><p>Toothless was hungry and angry. The second I stepped into my room 
there was the unholy shrieking of the tiny salamander intent on 
getting my attention. "Shut up, shut up. I've got your food right 
here." I told him, holding up a bag of fish from the refrigerator. He 
bounced around happily, and like a dog, sat down licking his lips 
impatiently as I took the lid off of his tank. He was already eating 
happily at the meat before I had even gotten it all the way out of 
the bag. "Sorry, bud. You must've been starving, huh?"<p> 

He paid me no mind, too focused on his long awaited food. I walked 
over to my closet to find a clean uniform and shoes. I never really 
understood the need for a town as crummy as Berk to have such a 
private school feeling to it. Well, what the heck? Saved me time in 
the mornings anyway. I pulled on the black slacks and a white long 
sleeved undershirt followed by a cream sweater vest topped with a 
jacket. I have to admit that the uniform did look better on smaller 
guys than it did on bulky ones. Something of a guilty pleasure of 
mine? 

Not like it's ever helped me in the slightest though. Toothless was 
done eating by the time I was done combing my hair and brushing my 
teeth. I put the lid back on Toothless' tank and grabbed my backpack 
from the seat of my desk chair. After walking downstairs to make sure 
there was no evidence of my leaving the house yesterday, I threw on 
my coat and waked out the door. 

"Geez, Hie. Just how long were you gonna make me wait?" Jack said, 
leaning against the side of the house. Surprisingly, I kind of 
expected him to be there. Funny how in just three days I had become 
accustomed to having him around. He pushed himself up and walked down 
the sidewalk with me following behind. 

Jack was infatuated with snow. The downfall from two days ago still 
hadn't melted, and this morning as we walked more tiny white puffs 
drifted down onto our heads. Every chance he got. Jack would reach up 
to knock a pile of ivory down from a branch, or ever-so-nonchalant ly 
skid across a frozen puddle. He had a small smile on his face the 
entire time we walked. Ugggh. How can anyone be so excited over 
something so awful? 

"Aha€ 1 uniforms are so gross. This school has no taste. If you ask 
me, the sweater vests should be at least one tone lighter and the 
jackets lined with something other than this disgusting polyester and 
don't get me started on the design of the jacketa€l" 

Jack went on for at least five minutes more about how horrible Berk 
High's fashion was. 

"Pffft ! " 

"What?" 

"Nothing, nothing, I just never took you as the fashionista 
type . " 

"I am not a fashionista." 


"Says the guy who took five hours to get four shirts." 



Our jabber continued on like this until we reached the school. Just 
the sight of it made me want to hurl. I didn't try to hide my 
displeasure as we crossed through the threshold. If I was going to be 
here, I better at least have the right to pout about it. "Hiccup, 
you'll give yourself wrinkles at seventeen like that, you know?" Jack 
said, flicking me in the forehead. "Ouch." Jack chuckled, "C'mon 
cheer up. What's your problem? You're acting like it's the end of the 
world or something." 

"Just first hour." I replied, catching him off guard. "What?" He 
asked. "First hour is the only class I have with Snotlout. After 
that, the world goes on until after school, when it ends all over 
again." I didn't feel any shame in telling Jack this, seeing as how 
he probably already knew just how much of I wimp I was. He had 
already saved me twice. And if that didn't sound downright 
pit ifula€ 1 
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><p>Hiccup's face was turned down, not facing me as we made our way 
to the front office, where I would get my schedule. You could see the 
air of discomfort he had around him. I wondered what had made him the 
scared little thing he was now. It hurt to watch him shying away from 
specific people we crossed in the hall. Once I had gotten my schedule 
Hiccup took a look at it to tell me if we had any classes together. 
"We have first, fourth, and eighth period together." He told me, 
handing back the piece of paper. <p> 

"Cool! My old school was so big I hardly ever got in the same classes 
as my friends." He looked up to see my face, which was filled with a 
genuine smile, and looked back away again. "Yeah, it's coola€ 1 " He 
said, walking back into the hall. Hiccup seemed like a completely 
different person. This wasn't like him at all. Hiccup wasn't exactly 
a ball of energy, but he seemed more quiet and reserved than usual 
(well, as usual as he had been for three days) . As we walked toward 
whatever first period was. He explained to me the basic structure of 
the school. It was small and simple, only one floor and four main 
halls . 

Turning down into the second hall (the 200 's) Hiccup led us to a 
classroom decorated with words. This was definitely English. A short 
woman with a blonde pixie cut in a turquoise dress suit met us at the 
door. "Ah Hiccup! I see you've already met Mister Frost, here. How do 
you do, Jackson? My name is Toothania, Miss Elizabeth Toothania. I'll 
be your new English teacher." She smiled cheerfully, a stark 
comparison to Hiccup's depressing aura. Being polite, I gave her a 
nice smile back, "Pleased to meet you." 

Her eyes went wide, and Hiccup's attention was suddenly up and alert 
on us. "Oh my! Hiccup! Hiccup look! His teeth are perfect! Sparkly 
white, and straight! Ah, this is only the second time seeing such a 
perfect set since I got here (the first being you of course. 

Hiccup) ." I took a step back, surprised at her outburst. "Urn, thank 
you?" I said, unsure of how to respond. Hiccup snorted a little 
beside me and elbowed me in the side, slipping past me into the room. 
I was glad, finally there was some sign of normalcy from him. 


Hiccup sat down in a desk near the very back corner, patting the one 
beside him. "You can sit in this one, it's usually empty." I took the 



offer and sat down. It was old and creaked under my weight. I would 
have to remember to sit still so I wouldn't be a disturbance. 

The bell signaling the beginning of first period rang, and one by one 
other students came pouring into the room. When the last bell rang. 
Miss Toothania promptly closed the door. As she walked in front of 
the class to begin the lesson, there came a loud rap at the door. 

"OY! Let me in!" through the door's window I could make out the face 
of Hiccup's cousin. Not a pleasant sight so early in the morning. 

Miss "Tooth" didn't even make a move. The rest of the class paid no 
mind to the door as well, so I assumed that it must be a rather 
common occurrence. Hiccup sighed beside me, looking down at his desk. 
"Welp, there goes my chances at having an ok morning." 

I furrowed my brow. I knew that Hiccup got picked on regularly by the 
guy, but just the sight of him was making Hiccup cringe. I couldn't 
imagine how much Hiccup had dealt with coming from Snotlout. After 
Miss Toothania was done giving the lecture, we parted ways to go to 
our separate classrooms. We met back up in fourth period (calculus) , 
and last period (athletics) . It was almost time for football playoffs 
and Berk had just cleared its field of all the freshly fallen 
snow . 

Hiccup was a trainer. That wasn't exactly a surprise. While we were 
busy with warm-ups, he was busy organizing papers and water bottles. 
While we were pushing blocking sleds, he was pushing a cart full of 
helmets and padding. It wasn't so much his size. He would be average 
in any other town. Everyone in Berk was just so _huge_. Maybe it was 
because he just seemed soa€ 1 I don't knowa€ 1 delicate? 

The coach had been more than happy to acquire another able-bodied 
player. I had always liked football. Not like all of the other 
players who were crazy about it, but it was a fun game anyway. As 
practice went on, I got to know my teammates. They weren't half as 
bad as Snotlout (who happened to be on the team as well) . There was 
one guy named Fishlegs, who was a linebacker with stringy yellow hair 
and chubby cheeks. He was a bit dumb, but kindhearted nonetheless. 
There was also a fellow senior named "Sandman" who didn't speak much 
but was as helpful as he could be. 

When practice was over, we all walked over to the sideline where 
Hiccup and another trainer were waiting with water bottles. I took 
one from Hiccup with a smile. He smiled back for a second before 
placing another water bottle in Fishlegs' waiting hand. "Thanks!" He 
chirped before running off to catch up with the rest of the boys 
wandering over to the locker room. I followed in suit behind 
them. 

Inside, the room was warm. So warm it was stuffy and almost humid. 

The sudden temperature change made me feel sick for a few seconds 
before I adjusted to it. After I had changed into more comfortable 
clothing (being the school uniform because I didn't know we could 
change into real clothes) , I packed up my stuff and headed for the 
door. There were a few guys chatting around the steps, but Snotlout 
was nowhere in sight. I couldn't exactly tell if that was a good or 
bad thing. Maybe he was waiting to ambush me (I say me because it's 
obvious that Hiccup can't fight), or maybe it meant he didn't want to 
wait on us . 


I saw Hiccup waiting on the concrete steps leading up to the school 



entrance. Miss Toothania was at his side. Hiccup looked deeply 
troubled about something and it automatically piqued my interest. 

From as far away as I was, I couldn't hear what they were saying, so 
I picked up the pace until I was in hearing range. 

"I know it makes you uncomfortable, I know that," started Miss 
Toothania, "But really think it would be the best thing for you to 
tell him about it." Hiccup shook his head, "Miss Tooth, I get that 
you think it'll make him proud of me or whatever but I don't even 
know if I'll move on, much less if I'll win." Miss Tooth sighed, "So 
you're telling me that you can manage to skip classes and keep your 
father from knowing you're out of Berk for _three days_? Excuse me if 
I think that sounds impossible." 

Hiccup lowered his head, "More possible than you would thinka€ 1 " He 
trailed off as I drew closer. Miss Toothania took notice of me as 
well and retreated back into the school, wrapping her cardigan 
tighter around her shoulders. "Wella€l just _think_ about it. Ok?" 
she attempted one last time. Hiccup nodded, waving her away. Once she 
had scurried back into the school. Hiccup stood up to face me, "Ready 
to go?" I nodded, "Yup." 

I assumed we would be taking the same road as that morning, but to my 
surprise. Hiccup turned down a different street entirely. I stood 
confused for a few seconds, "UmaOlHic? Aren't we supposed to be going 
in the other direction?" I asked. Hiccup turned his head, but didn't 
stop walking, "Yep. C'mon, I want to show you something." 

I started walking behind him again, curious now. He led me through 
the maze of snowy streets until we could see the wood's coniferous 
trees popping out from behind small homes. Hiccup cut across an empty 
lot and made his way into the woods. Freshly fallen snowflakes 
crunched underneath our feet, mixing with the snap of twigs and late 
fall leaves. Hiccup moved automatically, knowing beforehand where 
each fallen log, stump, or stone would lie in our path. It was 
obvious he had traversed this path many times before, adding to my 
curiosity . 

Before I had time to really notice it, preoccupied with not falling 
as I was, we were standing at the opening to a large egg-shaped 
field. It had been untouched, a perfectly white plain. On the edge of 
the field were two steep, overlapping hills that led into the 
mountains behind them. Hiccup paused, only for a moment, before he 
stepped onto the field, marring it's flawless winter coat. 

I followed not far behind him, looking around since there were fewer 
stumps or random boulders to steal my footing. We had reached the 
first hill when Hiccup's pace began to slow. He stopped a little bit 
before we would be able to see behind the first hill. A mischievous 
smile settled on his face as he turned to me. "Close your eyes. 

Jack . " 

His command took me by surprise. Having heard that exact phase in too 
many cheesy romance flicks, I couldn't keep my heart from flipping 
backwards. I quickly got my composure back, though, not allowing 
myself to think about it. With my pulse slightly back to normal, I 
covered my eyes with my left hand. Soon I felt Hiccup's shaking hand 
slide into mine. 

I couldn't tell if he was shivering or justaC 1 nervous? _Stop that. 



_But what if?_ No._ He led me by one hand as I kept my eyes covered 
with the other. I was glad that the field was clearer than the woods. 
I would've tripped for sure had it not been. Hiccup's warmth melted 
with mine as he carefully steered me past any obstacles. I knew that 
if I opened my eyes he would be blushing. I wanted to open my eyes 
_desperately_a€ 1 But I knew he wanted whatever he was showing me to be 
a surprise, so I waited. 

Hiccup slowed his gait to the point where I could tell he was easing 
me into a stop. Too soon, he took his hand away from mine. My palm 
immediately craved the heat it had lost as the cold nipped at my 
newly warmed skin. "Ok, we're here." He said softly. I pulled my hand 
from my face to reveal the sight of a frozen pond. It was the most 
wonderful thing I had ever seen. Icicles hung down from their perches 
in the surrounding trees like glass spires, reflecting light down 
onto the water's icy face. White seemed to radiate from everything 
near the pond, like a mirror. I felt like the pond could see right 
through me if it tried. The cold breeze gave me goosebumps and 
shivers down my spine, ruffling my hair. It was a strange sort of 
wholeness . 
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><p>I had been unsure at first, but now I was glad that I had decided 
to show Jack the pond. It was the last place I had seen my mother. It 
was the last place I would ever walk on my own. It was the last place 
my father smiled at me. This was where everything had stopped. This 
was where it hurt. Jack had given me his backstory, and after last 
night at the hotel (just remembering it made me embarrassed), I 
wanted to give him mine.<p> 

Jack stood in awe of the crisp new world around him. His hair was as 
pure of a white as the snow. It almost seemed like he was part of the 
pond, like he had been formed of its perfectly sculpted ice. Even the 
tiny clouds of water vapor from his breath seemed to be a part of the 
scenery. Eventually, he turned to look at me. "Hiccupa€l this isa€l 
incredible." He mused. I nodded, "Mhmma€ 1 I figured you might like 
it." With that. Jack quickly turned his gaze away. I couldn't tell 
what he was thinking about, but he had been doing that a lot. He had 
barely thrown me a glance all day, whereas before he had stared at me 
so much it had made me uncomfortable. I didn't understand. 

I didn't know how to begin. I was awkward enough in normal 
conversation, much more so on a deeper topic like this. Jack slowly 
came out of whatever thoughts had caused him to look away and smiled 
at me, "Thanks. I'm glad." I debated on just coming right out and 
starting on the story, or maybe do an intro, no, that was stupid, or 
maybe I shouldn't put a damper on this nice moment for him at all, 
yeah that sounded- "Hiccup? You ok?" Jack interrupted. I must've 
looked as worried as I had felt. "Urn, wella€l Uh Jack? You know how 
you kinda, well not kinda, how you actually did tell me the story of 
your family and all that? Ia€l think I want to tell you mine." I 
said. Automatically, my hand had founds its usual place at the base 
of my neck, a habit I still couldn't seem to break in awkward 
situations like this. 

Jack's look of concern changed to one of bewilderment. He didn't say 
anything, just cleared snow off a boulder he proceeded to sit upon. I 
kept standing. "This wasa€ 1 the place my Mom died." I began. I didn't 
look at Jack. I didn't want to see his reaction. "I was just seven. 



just as shrimpy as I am now hahaa€ 1 " I laughed dryly. "It was 
springtime then, and we had all come down to see the pond. It's full 
of water lilies when it gets warmera€ 1 And Dad walked away for a 
minute to go get the picnic basket we had left at the edge of the 
field. Mom and I were standing at the edge of the pond when a bear 
came down from the second hill. Before my dad could reach us, my 
mother was alreadya€ 1 and it had already crushed my ankle between its 
jawsa€ 1 " 

I paused for a moment, then lifted my left leg up onto a rock beside 
me. I still refused to look at Jack. I pulled back my pant leg to 
reveal the brace I had to wear in order to walk distances over thirty 
feet. I had been careful to hide it last night at the hotel (just 
thinking about the hotel still made me embarrassed for whatever 
reason) so that he wouldn't ask about it. He hadn't even noticed my 
scars whenever I stepped out of the shower. Come to think of it, that 
was when he started this whole not-looking-at-me thing. "So now I 
have _this_ and wellaCl that was that." 

I bit my lip. I could tell that my mind wouldn't be able to conjure 
up any more coherent words. He had gotten the idea anyway, I thought. 
I finally worked up the courage to look at him, sliding my pant leg 
back down. His expression was soft and understanding, not the 
surprised/concerned look people usually had after hearing the story. 
He didn't say anything like "I'm sorry" or whatever else people say 
when the don't really know how to respond. He didn't say anything at 
all. It was better like that. I had had enough empathy to last me a 
lifetime, but I knew Jack's silence meant his sympathy. 


7 . Chapter 6 
Chapter 6 

Time passed normally until Wednesday morning, which seemed more like 
a Monday morning because of how slowly it had passed. Hiccup and I 
had walked to school together Tuesday as well as earlier that 
morning. Hiccup's scabs from Snotlout's attack had begun to fade, and 
I was grateful that there had been no more to replace them. I found 
myself thinking about that a lot each time I saw Snotlout on the 
field. After athletics were done and school was out Astrid came to 
find us on the field. 

"Hiccup." She said, completely ignoring me (which was a first) . Her 
tone immediately caught his attention, and he turned to face her from 
the pile of water bottles he was loading into the supply room. "We 
need to talk. _Now_. " Astrid grabbed him by the wrist without an 
explanation, leaving the water bottles to fend for themselves. I 
stood dumbfounded, not knowing whether or not I should follow them or 
how to react. Deciding it was best to leave them alone, I took on the 
job of putting the water bottles back in their place. 

When I was done with the menial task, I went to wait for them to come 
back on the bleachers. I fiddled on my phone a bit. Checked the time 
about once every five seconds. Just as it had this morning, time 
passed slower than sap. To pass the time I decided to clean out my 
texts. I had already done this a few days ago when we moved, but it 
couldn't hurt to do it again. Flipping through my conversations, I 
came across a number that wasn't saved in my contacts. I assumed it 
was Astrid since Hiccup had used my phone to text her when the car 



wouldn't start. Curious, I clicked on the conversation to read the 
messages. The first text at the top of the page was the address of 
the motel we had stayed at. In the next message Astrid asked about 
"this Jack guy." Hiccup replied. He's cool. I think you'll like 
him. " 

I may or may not have blushed. A lot. 

I had been sitting there for exactly 15 minutes when Hiccup 
re-entered the field by himself. He looked around to find me, and I 
waved to him from my seat. Instead of waiting for me come down so we 
could walk home, he came up. His expression was a mix of annoyance 
and shame. He took a seat beside me and rubbed at his face. "Have you 
ever noticed how girls have this incredible ability to make 
everything a bigger deal than it should be?" He asked. 

I wasn't exactly sure how to respond. "What happened?" sounded like a 
good enough bet. Hiccup lifted his face from his hands. "Soa€l I 
entered this contest for a trick flight contest thing this weekend 
and I didn't tell her and she was the person who said I should enter 
one in the first place and Miss Tooth told her and now she's all mad 
that I didn't tell her and-" 

"Hiccup . " 

"Uha€ 1 yeah?" 

"Did you just say _trick flight_ contest?" 

"Yes . . ?" 

"As in airplanes?" 

"Yesa€l that's generally what people fly ina€ 1 " 

"So that means you can drive an airplane." 

"Well, technically you_ fly_ an airplane. Jack, but yes, I can fly an 
airplane . " 

"_You_ know how to fly an _airplane._" 

"a€ 1 Yes . " 

"Thata€l is really justa€ 1 cool. Why did you never tell me 
this? ! " 


Hiccup leaned back, freaked out by my sudden outburst, "Well I'm 
kinda telling you now, right?" I sighed and settled back against the 
step behind me. God, he just kept getting more interesting by the 
second. Couldn't he have given me at least a day to deal with my 
realization or something first? That would have been helpful. "Haha, 
that's funny though." He said. "Hmm?" 

"Well, Astrid was just on my case about not telling her about the 
contest and now here you are doing the same thing. I just find it a 
bit ironic." He chuckled again and rested on the step behind him in 
the same fashion I had. Mid-evening sun shined on his face, 
illuminating his freckles and green emerald green eyes. I wondered 
idly if his birthstone was an emerald as wella€l 



"Jack?" Hiccup asked 


"Is there something on my face?" 


Oh holy hell he caught you staring you ridiculous flaming idiot. Play 
it cool. Something on his facea€ 1 The bag of potentially risky ideas 
was coming back to haunt me again. 

"a€lYep. Look over this way." 

_Jack. Stop it. No. You can't. You can't. This is bad very bad what 
areyoudoingthiscan ' tendwellohmygoshwhyyyyydoyouneverlistentoyourvoiceo 
treason? !_ 

Hiccup bent forward to face me. "It's like dirt or something on your 
cheek over here." I leaned in close, like I was trying to see 
whatever it was that was supposedly on his face. Ok, maybe a little 
closer than that, but that was fine right? Not like he knew anything. 
Maybe my closeness was all just in my head. Yeah, my heada€ 1 
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><pXem>Why the heck is Jack so close to my face?<em> 

I didn't want to voice my concern, but it was nagging at the back (ok 
front) of my subconscious . As I was wondering about this. Jack took 
his hand from his side and brought it up to my face. "Hold still." He 
said, stroking his thumb across my left cheek. This was weird. His 
hand was warm. This would look extremely weird to anyone looking. He 
was very gentle. Oh God did I just hear voices over there? Jack's 
still looking at my face. I'm nervous. He's using his palm now, 
almost like he's holding my face. What if he decides to kiss 
me? 


Wait_a€ 1 What?! 
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><p>Hiccup's face did a weird sort of thing. <p> 

I hadn't seen anybody make that expression ever before. It blushed 
and at the same time gasped and went confused-looking-ish . He pulled 
his face away from my hand and looked down at his feet right after. 
"D-did you urn, get it off?" He asked. Why was he stuttering? What was 
wrong? Did I miss something? My heart was still fluttering rapidly in 
my chest. "Uma€ 1 yeah, I think?" 

I touched Hiccup. 

I touched Hiccup _successfully_. 

Hahahaha . 

I let a smile flit across my face. "You ready to go?" I asked. Hiccup 
nodded quickly and stood up right after, not facing me. "Yeaha€l 



let's go." His voice seemed far away, like he was trapped inside his 
own thoughts. I didn't feel like questioning it, trapped as I was in 
my own bliss. The streets were normal. We walked down the same road 
we usually did. There hadn't been any more adventures like the trip 
to the pond. After my small accomplishment on the bleachers I was 
walking on cloud nine. Hiccup, however, seemed to be tripping over 
it. There was a tiny knot in between his eyebrows where they were 
twisted by his muddled thoughts. 

The walk home was quieter than usual. I couldn't tell what had gotten 
into Hiccup, but after a while it started to bother me. Something was 
wrong. Even when Hiccup was sad he at least complained about whatever 
it was. I didn't know how to deal with his silence. 

All of a sudden. Hiccup looked towards the woods to our right. He 
stopped dead in his tracks. Something like fear crossed his features, 
then worry, then a muddled determination. "Jacka€l you can make it 
home by yourself, right?" He asked, looking down. His left leg 
fidgeted on the ground. His question surprised me. "Uma€ 1 yeah. Hie, 
is something wro-" 

"No. I just need you to go. Ia€l have to do something." His bluntness 
made me cringe a little. Waita€ 1 had he noticed something? Was he 
scared? Was he scared of _me?_ I swallowed hard, trying to get a hold 
of myself. "Oha€ 1 ok then. I'll see you tomorrow, then?" I asked. He 
nodded smallishly. My head was racing faster than I could process. 
That had happened so quickly. Was he disgusted by me? I had pushed it 
too far. That was too much. God, what if he never wants to see my 
face again? I was walking away, numb and unaware of what my feet were 
doing. I wanted to disappear. I wanted to fold in on myself until I 
could erase my existence. One thought kept racing through my mind as 
I walked further and further away. 

What do I do? What do I do? What do I do? 

I had never run into this problem before. Jaimie had fallen in love 
with me first. This was the first time my heart had felt so heavy 
over another guy. Not even when I broke up with Jaimie did it feel 
this bad. I thought briefly that this must be what heartbreak feels 
like. Rejectiona€l I definitely wasn't used to it. 

Hella€l _What do I do?_ 
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><p>Jack's reaction wasn't what I expected. I didn't want to hurt him 
like that, but the group waiting out in the woods to our right would 
have hurt him worse. When I was sure he was out of hearing range, I 
turned toward the trees. "So you really need an ambush of six people 
to take down a guy like Jack? <em>Pathetic . <em>" 

I had seen them earlier when we were walking. They were so overly 
obvious in their "hiding places" that it was a wonder Jack hadn't 
noticed them. But I was glad. I had gotten him to leave before they 
decided to attack. Now I was mad. Even though they were after me, 
they were going to drag Jack into the game as well. I couldn't let 
that happen. Snotlout was the first one to poke his head out from 
behind a tree. The others soon followed. "_Pathetic?_ Good word. 

It'll describe you when we're done." I saw the shine of a baseball 
bat as he pulled it out from behind the tree. 



Oh, _shit_. 

They had beaten me almost to a pulp before, but it had always been 
bare-fisted. This was different. The look in Snotlout's eyes wasn't 
his usual amusement. It sent a chill through me. There was not 
nothing but hostility. Snotlout was _mad_. I silently thanked 
whatever power had given me the courage to tell Jack to go away. The 
boys filed out from the woods, slowly gathering around mea€ 1 
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><p>I had gotten ready for school as per usual. There was still a 
dull ache left in my chest from yesterday. Thinking about it just 
made it worse, though, so I tried not to. I tried to numb myself with 
routine as I silently pulled on my uniform, brushed my teeth, 
gathered up my book bag. By the time I was ready to go I had to face 
the question of whether or not I should go pick up Hiccup like 
normal. A small part of me didn't want to, to protect myself from any 
further harm. Another part of me was scared that he would've already 
gone by himself, confirming my suspicions about never wanting to see 
me again. Then there was a tiny corner of my brain that still held on 
to a small scrap of hope that something had just gotten into him 
yesterday and that everything would be fine this morning. <p> 

Holding onto that small bit of hope, I opened up my door and pushed 
through the dim morning light over to Hiccup's house. I hesitated 
before ringing the doorbell. I took a few deep breaths, then brought 
my finger up to press it. Through the door I could hear the small 
bell chime it made. Some footsteps ensued, and for a moment I allowed 
my heart to lift. When the door opened, however, it wasn't Hiccup who 
stood in the entryway, but his father. My heart sunk once 
again . 

"Oh, urn, hello Mr. Haddock. Is Hiccup ready to go?" Dumb question. 
Dumb question. Dumb question. Why did I ask that? There was reason 
Hiccup hadn't answered the door. Waita€ 1 what if he had told his 
father that he thought something was wrong with me? What if I wasn't 
even welcome as a neighbor anymore? This was bad. _Why?_ Why did I 
have to go and do that yesterday? I knew bettera€ 1 

"Hiccupa€l isn't going to school today." He said. I could detect a 
hint of sadness in his voice. "Aha€ 1 I see." I said. The small bit of 
hope I had been allowing myself to cling to dissipated. I forced 
myself to put on a fake grin. "Thank you." Before he had time to 
reply, I had turned on my heel and was heading down the street 
towards the school. The wind stung at my cheeks. It didn't matter. I 
was too far gone to take any notice of my surroundings. I felt a dam 
inside me breaking apart. 

I couldn't show up to school like this. There would be no point 
anyway. I stopped in the middle of the street and slowly turned back 
toward my house. I moved on autopilot. Aster was still in the living 
room, about to head out to work. He looked surprised when I came back 
in. "Oh, Jackie. What are you doin' back? Forget something? You'd 
bettah not be late to school. It's just your first week here for 
cryin' out loud." I threw my bag down beside the couch and walked 
back up the stairs. "I'm skipping today. Aster." I yelled down before 
shutting the door to my room. 



I could imagine the surprised look he would have on his face. I never 
skipped school. I hated make-up work too much. Aster's footsteps 
echoed in the hallway as he came up the stairs. I didn't care. I 
flopped down on my bed and pulled the covers up over my head like a 
kid. Before long Aster was knocking at the door. "Jack? Is everything 
alright ? " 

No, no it absolutely wasn't. 

"Yeah, yeah I'm absolutely fine, I justa€ 1 have a headache." 

Which wasn't a lie. Pretty much everything hurt at this point. My 
head, my stomach, my eyesa€ 1 but my heart hurt the worst. Aster 
didn't walk back downstairs like he usually would. Since I never 
really acted out of the ordinary, went to school, did my homework, 
stayed out of trouble, he would customarily just let me be, but not 
this time. He opened the door to my dark room slowly and walked over 
to the edge of my bed. "You're a liah. You nevah skip, especially 
after you've already gotten ready to go in the first place." 

Of course he had seen right through me. I was always a bad liar when 
it came to Aster, he knew me all too well. "C'mon. Tell me what's got 
yah down." He ordered, sitting down beside me on the mattress. I 
peeled the covers back from my face and looked at him, trying to 
guess what he thought might be the problem. He looked back at me 
without expectations. I guess it would be better to just come right 
out with the truth. Aster had known about my orientation before I had 
ever even considered it, so he wouldn't care. He had known about me 
and Jaimie as well as the few others back in Sydney, he might as well 
know about hiccup too. 

"Ia€l think I was rejected. Without , you know, ever even saying 
anything." I said. A crappy explanation, but it would have to 
suffice. Aster just nodded. "Well, that would explain your mood 
yesterday as well, eh? I figured something like this might happen." 
Aster stood up again with a small "I'll be right back." I couldn't 
tell if this was a good or a bad reaction. At any rate, I didn't want 
to go to school. Aster was back up in the stairs after a little 
clanging down in the kitchen. "Tell yah what," he said, "Let's just 
skip until lunch, get your head right, calm down, and then we'll see 
about going afterwards, alright?" 

I nodded, sitting up. Aster was holding two pieces of cake in his 
hands. He handed one of them down to me, and I took it gladly. Cake 
usually made things feel better even if they weren't. Aster sat down 
in the chair to my desk. "So, this mystery boy got a name?" he asked, 
digging for more. I chewed and swalled my first bite. The taste of 
sugary vanilla made it easier to talk. "His name's Hiccup." I said. 
Aster nodded. "Ah, I see. You always have had a thing for the 
_boy-next-door _type. Never knew you'd take it so seriously 
thoughaC 1 " He teased. I scowled, "Oh, shut up." 

Aster chuckled and stuffed another bite of cake into his mouth. "So 
does he just have finely tuned gaydar or where you bein' exceedin' ly 
obvious this time?" He asked, still trying to get a rise out of me 
(even though the latter was probably closer to the truth) . I glared 
at him, "Yes, Aster, I've shown off my flamingly gay side thoroughly 
within the entire _week_ I've known him." I said, shaking my 
head . 



"Well then, what happened? Is he a phobic or somethin'?" He asked. 
Aster had zero regard for feelings when it came to things like this, 
but that was a good thing. He never beat around the bush, which made 
it easier to get to the root of the problem. I had nothing to hide, 
so I told him about how I had lied just to touch his face and how I 
must've gotten a little too close for comfort and how he had told me 
to leave afterwards. By the end, I was all choked up again, the 
effects of the cake wearing off, but at least I had gotten it off my 
chest. Aster just silently sat and contemplated. 

"Well, maybe he just wasn't expectin' that, yah know? If he had just 
realized that you were gay and that you were pining after _him_ of 
all people, he has a right to be surprised and confused. He obviously 
saw yah as a friend, right? So if I were you, I'd just give it a 
little bit of time. He'll come around, you'll see. Maybe not in the 
way yah wanted, but he'll be there all the same, I think." 

Aster's words were encouraging, and made me feel better. Aster never 
sugar-coated things (except for when cake was added to the mix) so I 
knew he was saying what he really felt. "Thanks, Aster." I said, 
chomping down on my last bite. Aster finished his not too long after. 
"So, think you'll be able to go later on today?" He asked, back on 
track. I nodded. I felt better than I did before. My headache was 
going away and my stomach had settled a little. Aster took my plate 
and headed downstairs. I had probably made him late for work, which 
made me feel guilty, but I was glad he had stayed behind to talk with 
me. After shouting up a quick goodbye to me, he closed the front door 
and took off. 

I laid back down, still not quite ready to face the day. 

School went better than I thought it would. Classes gave me a 
distraction from my thoughts of Hiccup. It was almost lucky for him 
to have not come to the school. During football I could let myself 
go. It was nice. All I had to do was focus on the game and let 
everything else go away. I finally felt whole for the first time in 
the day when the coach blew his whistle. Everyone's attention was 
brought to the sideline. "Snotlout! Git over here!" He yelled. There 
was a bit of confused mumbling as two police officers came out from 
behind the bleachers . 

Snotlout 's eyes grew wide with fear and panic. He turned around and 
started sprinting towards the school. The police officers ran after 
him, yelling to stop, but I knew he wouldn't. Whatever he had done 
was bad enough to get him arrested. I knew that the officers wouldn't 
be able to catch up to him. 

So I started after him. The look of surprise on his face as I tackled 
him to the ground was priceless. I pinned him as best as I could but 
eventually he was too large for me to hold down. He punched me across 
my right cheek as he attempted to throw me off. About this time the 
officers had caught up to him and had handcuffs at the ready. It 
didn't take them that long to subdue him once he had been caught. He 
glared daggers at me as they drug him away. "Dammit Frost! I hope 
you're glad you left Hiccup alone! That cocky bastard got what he 
deserved ! " 

My stomach dropped. Then anger rose up inside of me, 

"If you laid _one hand on him_ I swear I'll kill you!" 



><p>My head <em>hurt<em> . 

It was like the back of my skull had been run over by a freight 
train. The sheets had twisted around my ankles again, but I didn't 
feel like leaning over to fix them, too sore for that. I had come-to 
earlier this morning. Snotlout and the other guys had knocked me 
unconscious within the first few minutes of their beating, for which 
I was grateful. The doctors thought I might've had a concussion, but 
it only turned out to be a slight one. I had bruised ribs, a 
stiff-shut black eye, a cut to my collarbone that had needed 
stitches, and a huge knot on the back of my head. I feared for damage 
in my nether regions because they were still so sore. 

They hadn't hurt my already screwed up ankle further, so I would 
still be able to walk. They hadn't paralyzed me, so that was good. I 
hated the hospital, though. Ever since having been stuck in a 
hospital bed after my mother died and being told I might not be able 
to walk again if the surgery didn't go well and all that jazz, I 
wasn't exactly inclined to liking them. A nurse came in not too long 
after. "Hello, Hiccup. How are you feeling?" She asked as she wrapped 
a blood pressure cuff around my arm. "Just peachy." I said. 

She laughed a little and went back to checking my vitals. She held up 
one of those little charts with multi-colored smiley/f rowney faces 
that ask "What is your level of pain?" I chose the green one. It was 
near the middle, _I feel like crud, but I don't think I'm going to 
die._ Once she was done, she left the room and my father replaced 
her. He must've finished up early at work to come and see me. How 
sweet. He made an awkward attempt at "are you feeling any better 
yet?" I said no. He asked me if there was anything he could do. I 
said no. He asked me if I wanted anything. I said no. 

We had gone through this conversation when he had visited me at lunch 
as well. Honestly, I didn't want him there. I wanted to be alone. Of 
course he would only care about the bruises on my face when it had 
actually put me in the hospital. Of course he was only a father when 
he thought it was his duty to be so. I was angry. I had told him 
about it months ago. I secretly thought that he had hoped it would 
make me stronger or something. After a few more tries at "do you want 
me to get you anything?" he left, assuming I was okay. 

After that, I attempted to entertain myself with riddling out how I 
would deal with Jack when I saw him. I knew I had hurt him, but I had 
to. I didn't want him caught up in that fight. I was sure he would be 
angry with me, and for some reason the thought of that put a knot at 
the bottom of my stomach. I leaned back and closed my eyes. It would 
be easier to just sleep, to not have to think about it, but my mind 
was wide awake. I felt like I had been trying to sleep for a good 
fifteen minutes when the door opened again. It was probably another 
nurse. I kept my eyes shut, faking sleep. 

There was the sound of a chair being pulled up close to the side of 
my bed. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup was asleep in the hospital bed when I walked in. He looked 



small. His right eye was black and puffy, and he had bandages 
speckled all around his skin. The sight sent a twinge of guilt 
through me. Why had I left him alone? I knew he couldn't defend 
himself if something happened. I should've at least insisted on 
walking him to wherever he "had to go do". How was I supposed to know 
that he was just protecting me?<p> 

Astrid had filled me in on the details of the fight after school. 
Hiccup had said that they were hiding out behind the trees and that 
they had come after him with a baseball bat and miscellaneous other 
things. Astrid had wondered why I wasn't with him. My huge 
misunderstanding had led to Hiccup getting hurt. 

He wasn't scared of me, but scared _for _me . 

As I watched Hiccup slowly breathe in and out from the chair I was 
sitting in, he looked so fragile, but at the same time, so strong. He 
knew what would happen when he told me to leave. He had abandoned his 
own safety in exchange for minea€ 1 and hell if I didn't love him for 
that. I was angry at him, of course, but the act had just made me 
fall harder. 

I leaned my arms on the side of the bed and leaned my head on them. 
"You adorable little idiot." I whispered, quiet enough that it 
wouldn't wake him. "I'm going to beat the crap out of Snotlout the 
next time I see him." I said, wondering if he could hear me in his 
dreams. For a split second, the corner of his mouth flinched up into 
a smile. It surprised me. "Can you hear me. Hie?" His face was 
motionless. Guess not, just a coincidenceaC 1 

"HiccupaCl I love you." 

I whispered the words out even softer than all of those before. It 
felt good to have actually said them, to have admitted them to myself 
and an unconscious Hiccup. 

Ana€ 1 unconsciousaC 1 Hiccup. 

Before I could put the thought out of my mind, I was already staring 
at his face. _Jack. No. Stop it. You can't. You can't .He is 
unconscious and thatwouldbewrongandhewouldhateyouifheeverknewand- 
a€ 1 What if it's his first ?_ 

My hand moved on its own. It had a bad habit of doing that. I shifted 
to where I was sitting on the bed, one hand on either side of 
Hiccup's face. It felt like twenty minutes had passed where I did 
nothing but stare at Hiccup for any sign of him waking up. I made 
absolutely no noise as I leaned in. I was barely breathing for fear 
that Hiccup would feel it and wake up. His long hair brushed at the 
back of my hand as I hesitated, hovering my lips right above his. It 
felt like my heart would beat right out of my chest. I licked my 
lips . 

Moving even slower than before, I cleared the last inch between our 
faces. His breath mixed with mine as my lips touched his. They were 
dry and slightly chappeda€ 1 but also soft and warm. I lightly sucked 
his bottom lip between mine, and pulled away with a small smacking 
noise, not wanting to push my luck any further. As fast as I felt I 
could without waking him up, I slid off of the bed and back down to 
the chair. Throwing my book bag over my shoulder, I pushed myself 



back up. My cheeks burned bright red as I silently left the room. 


■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>a€ 1 <p> 
a€ 1 

a€ 1 wow . 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 


><pxem>Houston, we've made contact.<em> 

_I am so glad I finally got to this point because it's really so much 
fun from here /_ 

_Hope you liked. I will probably post chapter seven by the end of 
today because I'm already halfway done with it as well 
(hahaha) _ 


8 . Chapter 7 
Chapter 7 
Jack _kissed _me . 

JackaC 1 _kissed_a€l me. 

No matter how much I tried to figure it out in my head I kept coming 
up blank. Yes, blank was a good word. I hadn't been expecting him as 
a visitor. I thought he would be too mad or sad to come and visitaCl 
but he had. I'd had my suspicions confirmed, but now I didn't really 
know what to do with them. Jack had still been Jack when he came into 
the room, the same Jack I'd grown close to over the past few days, 
but he left like a completely different person. He was still Jack, 
just Jack of a different category. 

I was so nervous when I felt his hands by my face. My heart was still 
pounding over it, even though that was almost thirty minutes ago. I 
could still feel the feather-light weight of his lips as they had 
whispered over mine. His spikey hair had tickled my forehead. It was 
hell to have to pretend to be asleep. It felt like I had pinned 
myself to the mattress, trying not to move. It didn't know what I 
would do if I _did_ move. The correct answer should've been something 
along the lines of push him away, but I don't know why I hadn't. 

There was one thought that scared me silently in the back of my 
head, 

_Why did it feel good?_ 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>I got home in a little over an hour after visiting Hiccup's 
hospital in Derk. Aster wasn't home yet, thank god. If I walked in 
with this huge dopey grin on my face he would immediately know 
something was up. You'd have thought I'd learned my lesson by now, 
but I felt like I had just taken the best drug the world had to 
offer. I couldn't get the feeling of his lips out of my head. It was 



like they were permanently tattooed into my skin. It had felt like 
liquid electricity coursing through my veins as I had to keep as 
quiet as possible. I wouldn't have been able to wait for him to wake 
up. When he saw me he would be sure to see how deranged I looked, 
especially right after I had come up out of it . <p> 

I kissed Hiccup. 

_I_ kissed _Hiccup_. 

I felt a buzz in my pocket. The screen flashed Astrid's newly-saved 
contact name and a text, "I have the details on Snotlout. Wanna grab 
a smoothie?" Her obvious attempt at flirting made me laugh, but I 
wanted the information, so I said I'd go. Not too long after, I found 
myself at a little diner on the edge of town. Astrid was already 
waiting for me at one of the booths. "Hey there." She said, trying to 
act cool and unaffected, but she already had a slight blush on. I sat 
down in the booth opposite her "Hey. Have you already ordered?" She 
shook her head, "No, I waited for you to get here first." 

Before long, a waitress was at our table asking us what we wanted. I 
decided on a mint chocolate milkshake while Astrid chose a strawberry 
smoothie. When the waitress turned away I decided to get straight to 
the point. "So Snotlouta€l what's he in for?" I asked. Astrid crossed 
her arms on the table and leaned in to tell me. "Well he's been 
suspended from school for the first thing, obviously. But you saw 
them take him in after school today. They're trying to catch him on 
charges of aggravated assault, but they're not holding him until the 
trial. He's pleading not guilty, 'wanting to finish high school' he 
says, but he's going to have to get really good lawyer to keep out of 
jaila€l" Astrid paused, "Honestly I'm hoping they do put him away. 
Hiccup and I have had to deal with that jerk for years now and he'll 
deserve whatever punishment he gets." 

Even as new to Berk as I was, I agreed with her. He had hurt Hiccup 
bad enough to put him in the hospital. To be blunt, I wanted him 
dead. "Hiccup's awake now, though." She said, "He texted me about 
thirty minutes ago. He says he'll be fine, that it was only a minor 
concussion and that he'll be home by lunch tomorrow." She sighed, 

"I'm glad. If he had done anything to his lega€ 1 " She stopped, not 
knowing if I knew about the accident . I nodded in answer, "Yeah, I 
know . " 

The waitress came back with our drinks and we sipped at them as we 
moved on to other topics. When we were done, I insisted on paying and 
we went our separate ways. When I got home for the second time Aster 
was home. "So, ' ow was he?" he asked. I had told him what had really 
happened over the phone earlier, before I had gone to see Hiccup. 
"He's going to live. He's got a minor concussion and a lot of bruises 
but he's fine." I said, glad that it had only gotten that far before 
somebody had heard the attack. "Good, good." He said. He looked me 
over again. "a€l Yah don't look like a person who just went to see 
his damaged friend in a 'ospital. What are you so happy about?" He 
asked . 

I thought I had hidden it pretty well since I had been with Astrid 
and she hadn't said anything, but Aster really could see right 
through me. I sighed, "Justa€l something that happened." I said, 
earning a confused look from Aster. I laughed a little, "Ok, then. 
Let's just say I've found a new drug." I said, winking before I took 



off up the stairs. Looking at the clock, I noticed how late it had 
gotten and decided to go ahead and take a shower. 

I walked into the pink bathroom, once again flinching at the horrible 
color. I didn't feel like a guy when I was in here. It still smelled 
like decades of hairspray and flower-scented air freshener. I laid my 
fresh towel on the sink and climbed in, turning the water to a 
hot-but-not-scalding temperature. I still hadn't gotten a feel for 
this shower, so it took me a few tries to get it right. 

Now that I knew nobody was looking I let out the huge smile I had 
been holding in. I didn't care if Hiccup had no idea I had stolen a 
kiss, maybe even his first, it didn't matter. The butterflies in my 
stomach set out in full force by just remembering it. I brought my 
hand up to my lips to try to remember the feeling, but they couldn't 
even begin to compare. He hadn't been awake at the time, nor did he 
kiss back, but I was completely convinced that that was the best kiss 
I ' d ever had . 

When I was done I braved out into the pink once more. Trying not to 
think about it, I toweled off, leaving my hair spikier than usual. I 
wrapped the towel around my waist and headed downstairs. There was a 
lovely aroma of food wafting upwards as I descended the stairs. 

I noticed too late that it was cinnamon. 

I stood there with my top half uncovered as this tall, bulky, 
downright _huge_ man stood in the kitchen with Aster. Welp, at least 
I had used a towel. The big man smiled and I gave a nervous grin 
back, sending a look towards Aster. "Ay, Jackie. Go put on some pants 
for cryin' out loud will yah?" He said, looking just as embarrassed 
as me. I scurried back up the stairs to my room, pulled on a t-shirt 
and a pair of basketball shorts, and walked back down again. The man 
was still in the same spot as I had left. 

"So you must be the Zhack, dah?" He asked, a thick Russian accent 
painting over his words, "urn, yeah, helloa€l" I said, extending my 
hand to him. His hand was about twice the size of mine and for a 
moment it looked like one of those really bad yaoisa€l He grabbed my 
hand, but instead of shaking it, he pulled me up into a bear hug, 
completely lifting me off the ground. "Welcome to neighborhood!" He 
bellowed, practically roaring. He set me back down on the ground 
after a second, and I rubbed my arm where he had squished them. I 
looked up again, "And you area€l?" 

"Nicholas! Nicholas Saint North! Neighbor two doors down. Glad to 
meet you, Zhack." He said, beaming. His long white beard made him 
look like Santaa€ 1 the cinnamona€ 1 

"Oh my gosh you're him!" I exclaimed, laughing at myself. "You're the 
one Hiccup told me looked like Santa." I had already said the words 
before I realized how potentially rude they might be. But Nicholas 
didn't seem to take any offense as he let out a deep belly-laugh. 

" AH AH AH AH AH AH A ! Heccup ! ? He call me _Santa? !_ Ah, that boy makes me 
laugh. So you and Heccup, you are friends, no?" He asked, curious. I 
nodded. "Yeah, we are. He gave me one of your cinnamon rolls once." I 
said, remembering the icing that had lined his lips that 
t imea€ 1 


"That is good." He said 


"Heccupa€l he needs more friends. But 



nevermind with that. I have brought you some of those cinnamon rolls, 
dah? Please, I hope you will enjoy." He said, a big smile still 
firmly planted on his face. "Thank yah, Nick," Aster said. "I'm sure 
we will." Nicholas checked his watch and then looked back up. "Ah! I 
am sorry, but I must go. Many things to do, you know? Very nice 
meeting you." He said, pulling Aster's hand up into a handshake. Boo. 
I was looking forward to watching him get slung around in the same 
way I had. He gave a small wave to both of us at the door as he 
left . 

I practically cannonballed the table. "Oh my gosh Aster you have got 
to try these things they are sooooo good." I said, ripping a cinnamon 
roll out from the first tray (he had brought two) . I threw Aster 
another one, and he thankfully caught the sticky roll. Shaking his 
head, he brought the pastry up to his lips. His eyes widened, 

"a€l crikey that's good." He said, stuffing another bite in. I laughed 
a little, taking a bite of my own. 

If I thought they were good for however long they had been at 
Hiccup's house, they were 2,000 times better fresh. I almost 
considered crying. There was no doubt in my mind that this was the 
best thing I had ever put in my mouth. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>There was no doubt in my mind that this was the worst thing I had 
ever put in my mouth. <p> 

Hospital food was trash. Trash some snot-nosed kid chewed up and spat 
out on a place and deemed edible. Like a mudpie. That's pretty much 
what the sludge on the tray looked like anyway. I had taken a bite of 
what was supposed to be breakfast and immediately spat it out. The 
brown mixture looked like someone had attempted to make oatmeal, but 
had used brown gravy instead of milk. 

In just fifteen more minutes I would be free to get some real food. I 
had hobbled around the room some yesterday, making sure that I could 
walk around. It seemed that I was still fully mobile, just sore. I 
pulled out my phone to find that Astrid had texted me further details 
about Snotlout. I didn't know what to think. He had never been 
punished for any of the things he had done before. Why did it 
suddenly matter when I was already damaged? I think that was what 
made me angrier than anything. I was used to being beat up, but not 
being in the spotlight about it. 

A nurse walked into the room with my father following behind. "Ok 
Hiccup! You're free to go! Just make sure you don't move around too 
much or do anything that takes a deep amount of concentrat ion and you 
should be fine." She said. I took that as my cue. I had already 
changed into normal clothes and gathered what little stuff I had, 
mainly being my cell phone and some miscellaneous hospital things. 
Since it was an hour drive back to Berk I would have to ride with my 
father. I was looking forward to it about as much as my yearly 
physical . 

We walked out to the car together, my father silently surprised by 
how good I had gotten at hobbling. Well I'd had a lot of practice, 
what did he expect? The car was cold. The everything was cold and I 
was sore and grumpy. And on top of all that I had to spend an hour in 
car with my father alone. As we started down the road I had an idea. 



however. Relying on my new powers of faking sleep, I said "I'm going 
to take a nap. Wake me up when we get home." 


It seemed to work because my father didn't say anything the rest of 
the way home. It was a long ride since I couldn't make my mind quiet 
down and go to sleep, but it was better than having to put up with an 
awkward conversation my father felt obligated to have. He probably 
would've tried to apologize for having not listened to me earlier. I 
didn't want an apology, though. I wanted him to be there _before_ I 
needed him. 

When we got home it was a quarter till noon. My dad "woke me up" and 
we got out of the car When he was sure that I was fine and settled in 
bed, he hurried back off to work. As soon as he was gone there came a 
muffled screech from Toothless' tank. He was hungry. "Sorry, boy. 
C'mon I'll get you some lunch." I told him, limping over to the tank 
and lifting the salamander onto my shoulder. I winced my way down the 
stairs, finding my way into the kitchen. I threw open the 
refrigerator door and pulled out one of the larger bags of fish. I 
assumed my Dad hadn't fed him while I was gone, so he must've been 
starving. Just like before. Toothless jumped off of my shoulder and 
onto the counter, wriggling with joy as he filled his stomach. 

Lunch sounded good to me too, so I walked over to the fridge to look 
for something for myself. I had just wrenched the door open again 
when there was a ring at the doorbell. Who was coming at this time of 
day? They must know my dad's at worka€ 1 I shut the fridge again and 
went over to the door. I was expecting it to be some sort of vacuum 
cleaner salesman or something, so I took a glance through the 
peephole . 

Oh god. It was Jack. I wasn't ready for this I hadn't even worked out 
in my head to do. Heck, I hadn't even worked out the whole reason 
behind why I felt so nervous or why he had kissed me or why I wasn't 
disgusted ora€ 1 ! I had to calm down. I turned my back to the door. He 
wouldn't take much notice if it took me a little longer to get to the 
door, I was an injured person after all. I breathed deeply, trying to 
calm my pulse and bring down the slight blush I could already feel 
forming on my face. After about thirty seconds I straightened myself 
back up again and tried to look as normal as I could manage. 

When I opened the door. Jack was waiting there with a smile and a 
small napkin-wrapped-something in his hand. "Hey Hie." He said. I 
swallowed. My voice always seemed to get all weird when I was 
nervous. I hoped he wouldn't notice. "Uh, Hey *cough* Hey Jack." I 
said. I really need some lessons in eloquence. Or speaking in 
general. I moved out of the way so he could come in, and shut the 
door behind him when he had. "I brought you a get-well-soon present," 
He said, "thought you'd like that better than a card." He lifted up 
the napkin package. I hobbled over to the table where he was leaning 
and grabbed it "Uh, thanks. That's neat of you." I said, trying to 
sound more genuine. I unfolded the package to find a cinnamon roll, 
one of _the_ cinnamon rolls. "He's back?!" I asked. I always loved 
when Nick was here. He had treated me like a person before anybody 
else had. Jack laughed at my burst of excitement, "Yeah. He came over 
to the house yesterday with two big trays of these." 

I brought the sticky roll up to my mouth. It was still perfectly 
gooey in the center since I assumed they were baked the night before. 
"_Mmm_. I love real food." I said, mouth still half-stuffed. Jack 



laughed, "Hospital food isn't exactly comparable to a five-course 
dinner, huh? But I'm glad you weren't hurt worse than you were. I was 
really scared when I heard about ita€ 1 I never should've let you walk 
alone like that." He said, letting a small frown come over him. It 
didn't seem natural for it to be there. I didn't like it. "It's not 
your fault. Jack. I'm the one who told you to go. I didn't want you 
to get hurt tooa€ 1 and you would've with six people to go against." 
Jack's face took a turn from sad to angry. "There were _six_ of 
them?" Jack's voice was low and dangerous. It sent a chill down my 
spine. "Uma€ 1 yeah. There were six so I knewa€ 1 " 

Jack looked straight into my eyes. "You could've _died_, you know." 

He stepped closer, "Why the hell did you tell me to go?! I would've 
been able to do _something_. What if whoever-it-was hadn't heard the 
fight? What if they went too far and killed you?!" Jack grabbed onto 
my shoulders tight and I winced as he spoke into my face. "Did you 
even think about the guilt I would have to live with if that 
happened?" Jack loosened his grip, but didn't let go. He leaned down 
and pressed his forehead against mine, "I don't think I could live 
with that. I'm already hurting just knowing it came this far. Please, 
Hie. Don't ever do that again." 

I paused, taken aback by what he had just said. I could never ramble 
off something like that, but Jack had just gone and let out 
everything, even while thinking that I didn't know about how he 
really felt about me. I didn't know what to say, so my hands just 
kinda moved on their own, they were getting a bad habit of doing 
that. I pulled my arms around his waist and hugged him. My head only 
came up to where his chin started because he was so tall. I felt him 
flinch in surprise as I did, but I knew he wouldn't mind. I stood 
there for a few moments while thinking of what I should say. My mind 
did backflips over it, but I was still coming in blank. 

"Jacka€l I'm sorry." 

Jack didn't say anything, still surprised. Eventually he wrapped his 
arms around my shoulders, gently, as if he was trying to keep from 
breaking me. He had his blue hoodie on underneath his uniform jacket, 
which made it feel like I was hugging a pillow. His clothes were 
still cold from the air outside and I noticed that when you got this 
close to him, he smelled faintly of mint. No wonder he liked this 
hoodie. It was really softa€ 1 
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><p>Hiccup wasn't pulling awaya€ 1 in fact, it was almost like he was 
hugging me <em>t ighter<em> . I wasn't complaining, of course, but I 
did find it strange. I decided I would take it in as much as I could 
before he thought it was enough. His fluffy brown hair tickled at my 
chin and smelled like him. I didn't know how to describe the smell. 

It was just verya€ 1 Hiccup. And very good. He had his nose and 
forehead pressed into my shirt. I thought quietly for a moment about 
how much I wished this could be happening in a different situation. A 
situation where Hiccup was mine, where it wouldn't matter if I hugged 
back tighter, where it wouldn't matter if I told him how cute I 
thought he was, where it wouldn't matter if I said I loved him. 

I was the first one to break the hug. 

I couldn't do that to myself. Letting my hopes grow like that. Just 



two days ago I'd had my heart broken (albeit from a 

misunderstanding), and it was all because I got my hopes up. This was 
more than I could've asked for, more than I should've wished for. 
"Ok." I said, smiling down at him. "I'll forgive youa€ 1 just this 
once, though." I said, winking. Hiccup grinned this tiny awkward grin 
as he tried to figure out what to do with his hands. He finally 
settled for his pockets. I looked at the clock on the wall. Lunch 
would be ending soon. I needed to start walking back. 

"Well, I'd better get going, lunch is almost over." I told him, even 
though I really didn't want to leave. Hiccup nodded. "Ok." I gave him 
a little two fingered salute as goodbye and headed for the door. "Hey 
Jack!" He yelled before I could get all the way out the door. I 
turned around to face him again. "Yeah?" Hiccup hobbled a few steps 
in my direction, "Some of the uha€ 1 nurses told me you came to visit 
yesterday. Thanks, you know, for that." He said, rubbing at his arms 
as cold air poured in through the door. I could only nod. Then I 
left, once again on the road back to school. 

The streets felt emptier than usual. I felt like Hiccup should've 
been on my side, grumbling about how much he didn't want to go back 
to school. How had I come to like him so much in the short amount of 

time I had known him? Having Hiccup reach out to hug me like that on 

his owna€ 1 I was sure it'd give me a racing heartbeat at least 
through the end of the school day. 

And it did. When I was walking back home my heart was still pounding. 
Well, that might've been because of football practice too buta€ 1 I 
liked to think it was the former. I made sure to look out for every 
possible hiding spot in case those not-very-nice-word-s decided to 
ambush me this time. The streets were quiet, though, and no ambush 
came. I went to my house first, up to my room, changed into some more 
comfortable pants and a light blue T-shirt. I pulled on my hoodie as 

I came down the stairs and out the door. Snow had begun to fall 

heavily on my way back to the house. Not surprising really, it had 
snowed almost every day since we got here. I walked through our lawns 
and up to Hiccup's door. 

Which was wide open. 

Something was not right. I ran back to my house and up to the porch 
where the same crooked stick I had used to smite Snotlout with that 
first time laid against the windowsill. I sprinted back towards 
Hiccup's house as fast as I could, staff in hand. I didn't enter 
immediately; I silently checked each corner before deciding the first 
floor was clear. Hiccup's bedroom was on the second floor. The stairs 
made small creaks I cringed at each time I stepped. 

The last door on the right of the hallway was Hiccup's bedroom. I 
checked each room with an open door carefully until I had reached his 
room. I paused on a small expanse of wall before the door and 
listened for anything unusual. There was no noise apart from small 
breaths I assumed were coming from Hiccup. Then there was a creak on 
the wood floor. I didn't move. I didn't freak out. It might just be 
the house settling. I waited a few more seconds. Nothing. 

I sighed to myself and turned back towards the stairs. The door had 
probably just been pushed open by the wind and I didn't want to wake 
Hiccup. I reached the kitchen and shut the door, deciding to wait 
here until he woke up. I laid the stick on the wall and stepped over 



the soft carpet to the couch. I flopped down on it, sinking into the 

softness. A nap didn't seem like such a bad idea anyway. There was a 

fan above me that looked entirely new, like it had only been used 
once during its entire existence. Seeing as how it was cold here for 

most of the year, that didn't seem like such a far-fetched idea. 

In the direction my feet were facing there was the fireplace. The 
mantle held hunting gear and small taxidermy animals (that I didn't 
really like the look of) along with various family keepsakes. In the 
middle was a picture. It was Hiccup's family. His father looked 
younger and was smiling down at the other two. Hiccup looked to be 
about four years old, proudly holding up a fish of some sort while 
sitting on his mother's lap. His mother was sitting on a rock holding 
Hiccup. She was a heavier woman with a very gentle sort of smile and 
long brown hair that hung down in braids. Hiccup must've got both the 
smile and his hair from her. I closed my eyes, trying to drift off to 
sleepa€ 1 

"AAAAHHH ! " 
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><p>I woke up from my nap feeling better than I had when I went to 
sleep. I pulled myself up in bed and stretched out the kinks from my 
power nap. The covers folded downward and I slipped my feet off the 
edge, greeting the cold floor. As I did so there came a small noise 
from the first floor. "Huh?" I stood up, the floor creaking beneath 
me. There was another noise downstairs. Then quite a few noises. 
Someone was in my house? !<p> 

"AAAAGGGHHH ! " I yelled, unable to keep myself from a panicked yelp. 
The noises came quicker. Oh god they were _coming up the stairs_. I 
made a mad dash for my closet where I knew my very unused baseball 
bat would be. As soon as I had gripped the handle, I leaped onto my 
bed. Standing up on top of the mattress, I heard the footsteps pad 
down the hallway. I threw the bat over my shoulder in an attempt to 
ready myself for whatever would come through that door. There was a 
loud squeak as my attacker slid into view. 

"Jack?! What the hell are you doing?!" I asked, unable to fathom why 
Jack would be standing in my doorway looking really angry and holding 
a stick. Jack looked around the room. "a€l What? I thought someone 
was in here killing you or something." He said, lowering the stick. I 
lowered my bat in the same fashion. "Wha-?" Why would you think 
that?" I asked, still very confused. Jack stopped his search around 
the room, deciding that there was no immediate danger. He sighed, 
"Well, when I came over your door was wide open and I felt like 
something was wrong so I checked your room but I didn't hear anything 
but you breathing so I figured you were asleep. I was going to wait 
for you so I had settled down on the couch for a nap when I heard 
thisa€l _roar_ come from your room. I was scared that someone 
actually was there so I ran back upstairs and here we 


"Pffffft . " 

Jack looked at me as if I were a mad man as I desperately tried to 
stile my giggles to no avail. "What? What's so funny?" He asked, 
looking a little put off. I managed to calm myself for a few seconds 
so I could tell him, "Jack, that _roar_ you hearda€ 1 (haha)a€l That 



wasn't some strange person coming to kill me. That was a _yawn_. " I 
burst into laughter once more as Jack's face went from confused to 
annoyed at his own mis judgment of the situation. He leaned in the 
doorway, his left forearm propping him up. A smile had finally 
reached his lips as the humor of the situation finally hit him. 

We stood there in a giggly mess for a few seconds before his eyes 
wandered over the bat in my hands. "Hica€l do you even know how to 
use that thing?" He asked, a mischievous smile on his lips. I pouted, 
"Noa€ 1 not for an actual game of baseball, anyway. But I bet I could 
at least hit whoever-you-were-supposed-to-be if they decided to come 
within a hitting distance!" I said, attempting to save my pride at 
least a little bit. Jacked chuckled, "Yeah, sure thing, Hica€ 1 Now 
are you going to come down from your bed or what?" He asked. I had 
forgotten that I had been standing on it to be honest. Since I was 
still sore, I didn't flop down like I wanted, but eased myself down 
into a sitting position. Then a random thought came to mind. "Oh my 
god! I'm going to miss the flight contest tomorrow!" I declared, 
suddenly remembering. I had just started to looking forward to it 
tooa€ 1 

Jack showed a little look of surprise. "They were planning to have it 
in _this_ weather?!" He asked. Curious, I walked over to the window 
on the wall opposite the door. Pulling back the curtains I saw that 
it was indeed snowing heavily. "How long has it been like that?" I 
asked, wondering if this was just the middle of the storm or the 
beginning. "It started getting dense about an hour ago." He said. If 
it was already this bada€ 1 maybe they would have to postpone the 
contest ? 

"Jack, let me see your phone." I commanded, holding out my hand. He 
complied without much thought. I went to Google and typed in the 
website for the competition. The latest updates read, "We are 
currently considering a change of date for the event due to weather 
changes and oncoming blizzards heading North from Berk. We will come 
to a decision whenever we know more about the nature of the 
storm . " 

"There's still hope, then." I said, giving Jack his phone once more. 

I Exhaled in relief. Jack went to look out the window again, as if he 
were praying for it to snow harder just for my sake. He would do 
that, though, wouldn't he? I had a feeling that Jack would do 
anything if it involved keeping me safe and happy. That was a really 
embarrassing ideaa€ 1 but I had to admit that it felt good to have 
somebody think about me like that. I was standing at the edge of the 
bed thinking about this when Jack turned around with an impish smile 
on his face. "Hey Hie, are you thinking about going to-!" 

Jack tripped over the end of the rug in front of him, directly in 
front of me. It almost seemed like it was aimed that way, as Jack 
toppled forth, directly onto me. 

As he hit me I fell backwards onto the bed. Jack had caught himself 
just in time to keep from crushing me, but he had his knee in between 
my legs on the edge of the bed and his face was about two inches away 
from mine. Jack couldn't really process all this for a moment as he 
just leaned there with a what-the-heck- just-happened kind of look. 
When he finally realized what had happened, he immediately pushed off 
from his position above me, rolling onto the side of the bed beside 
me. I didn't think I had ever seen Jack blush that hard before. Just 



looking at it made me blush slightly too, realizing what Jack must've 
been thinking. 


I sat up, not wanting him to see. "Haha, you're really just this huge 
klutz under that cool-guy faA§ade of yours aren't you?" I asked, for 
once finding a way to end an awkward silence. Jack chuckled a breathy 
laugh, "Yeah, whatever." He said, pulling himself up as well. 
Regaining his composition. Jack's mind found its way back to whatever 
it was he had been about to ask before he tripped. 

"Oh hey, so I was gonna ask earlier. Are you gonna come to the game 
tomorrow? If the contest doesn't happen, I meana€ 1 Do you think you'd 
feel good enough to go?" He asked. I smiled a little, laughing 
inwardly at his overt flirtations. I would have to check the site 
again buta€ 1 "Yeah, it's not like I would be able to really 
participate tomorrow anyway. I'm sure I'll be able to manage sitting 
on a bleacher for a few hours." I told him. His blue eyes sparkled 
with excitement at the unexpected yes. Just how much control of this 
boy's emotions had he given me? I was happy just to watch him there, 
a giddy fool. 

Then something caught my eye. 

My desk drawer was open. Widely. Buta€ 1 I hadn't touched it since the 
day I had found the gum. There was absolutely no way it would just be 
open like that on its own. I went pale. Someone had been in my room. 
My dad would never have touched my desk. All he had brought me at the 
hospital was a change of clothes. He had even forgotten underwear for 
crying out loud so I knew he wouldn't have looked in any drawers. 
"Jacka€l" I said, going cold. He noticed my change of voice, sitting 
up straighten. "What's wrong?" He asked, already jumping off the side 
of the bed. 

I just kept looking at the drawer, trying to find any other 
explanation, but there just wasn't one. "_Someone ' s been in here_. " I 
whispered, refusing to look away from the desk. Jack's back went 
rigid. "How can you tell?" He asked, reaching for his staff that was 
resting on the wall. "I never open that drawer." I told him. "So why 
is it pulled out so far?" I felt a shiver down my spine. Jack, 
despite my vague answer, was on too high of an alert to pay any 
attention to how stupid it sounded. He crossed the room to the desk. 
"Hiccup." He said, his voice low and careful, "Have you ever written 
me a letter?" He asked. I was confused by the question, but I 
answered, "Noa€ 1 why?" 

Jack took a deep breath, "Because that means somebody left me a 
message . " 
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><p>I reached down into the drawer to pick up a folded piece of 
notebook paper addressed to "Snow Boy" in thick black marker. Hiccup 
got up off the side of the bed as I flipped the paper around in my 
hands a few times. I didn't really want to open it in front of him, 
thinking it might scare him, but he had a right to know. The guy had 
been in his room, after all. When He had reached my side and was 
looking over my arm, I unfolded it . <p> 

_You'd better keep your back covered snow boy. Wouldn't want Hie to 
get hurt any more than he already is, right?_ 



The note made my blood boil. No one was laying a finger on him. I was 
sure that the guy behind the note was Snotlout. More than sure. 
Confronting me directly, I could take. But now that he had 
successfully broke into Hiccup's room just to get at _me_? That 
wasn't gonna fly. I crushed the note in my hand, forming it into a 
ball in my fist. "Hie. Tell your dad I'm spending the night." I said. 
Before he had time to reject, I had already jogged out into the 
hallway. Knowing that scum could get through Hiccup's door, there was 
no way I was leaving him alone that night. 

Hurt _my _Hiccup, huh? _Funny fucking idea._ 
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><p><em>I have no shame . <em> 

_None ._ 

_Send me a review if you'd like. I like talking to you darlings. Plus 
I'm sick and I cranked this out just for you from my hospital bed (Ah 
the irony) . Unfortunately a particular white-haired boy didn't show 
up at my bedside to kiss me. *sighs*_ 

_Anywhoo, hope you liked it. Chappy 8 will be out pretty soon._ 


9. Chapter 8 
Chapter 8 

By the time I had finally registered what Jack meant by the words, he 
was already storming out the door. My stomach was churning. If 
Snotlout had been in my room without being noticed, how much more 
could he have done? The thought made me shiver. Seeing as how Jack 
was apparently giving me no choice in the matter, I gave my room a 
quick once-over for anything embarrassing and/or bothersome. I didn't 
find much apart from a pair of underwear and Toothless. I unplugged 
his tank from the wall and carried him into the spare bedroom (which 
ironically held no bed) . Once the tank was sat on a spare table and 
plugged back into a nearby socket. Toothless began screeching. "Sorry 
bud. It's just for one night." 

I didn't really want to leave Toothless alone, but Jack seemed to 
have a strange aversion to him. Might as well make it easier for him 
to sleep since he was coming over to "protect" me. It was too 
embarrassing just to think the word. Once I turned off the light to 
the room and shut the door, I went downstairs to wait for Jack to get 
back. Grabbing the home phone off of the receiver, I flopped down on 
the couch. I dialed my Dad's number without knowing what I was going 
to say. After a few rings, I got his voicemail. "Hey Dad, it's 
Hiccup. Uma€ 1 Jack's staying over tonight so I just thought I'd let 
you know thata€ 1 so, urn, yeah. Bye." Even when I wasn't talking 
face-to-face I bumbled. I didn't worry about him saying no, though, 
because he had finally gotten over the whole thing with the stolen 
key . 

a€ 1 Stolen key . 

No wonder I hadn't heard when he came in. The room felt too quiet and 



empty. Honestly, even if Jack would've given me the chance to 
protest, I don't think I would have. The idea of Snotlout being in my 
room while I was asleep and unaware scared the crap out of me. With 
the phone call out of my way, there was nothing left to do but wait 
for Jack to come back with some pajamas ora€ 1 I guess whatever else 
he wanted? We lived right next door to each other so it wasn't like 
he had to pack a bag or anything. I stared up at the ceiling fan we 
had never used. I wondered why a house in Berk was even equipped with 
such a thing. For the next six minutes I just stared at the fan, 
thinking, before Jack re-appeared through the door. He had a small 
athletic bag draped over his shoulder and another napkin package I 
assumed was full of cinnamon rolls in his left hand. "Hey again." He 
said, smiling. That was a pretty fast change of mood. I guess he had 
only registered that he would be spending the night with me after he 
had already decided it was the best course of action. I figured that 
if Jack wasn't acting worried, then I wouldn't either. There was 
nothing we could really do anyway, so it was better to enjoy it than 
not . 

I picked myself up off the couch and headed for the stairs, beckoning 
for Jack to follow behind. Jack sat his bag in my desk chair and the 
rolls on the desk. They filled the room with a sugary-sweet swell 
mixed with cinnamon that no candle could ever compare to. I flopped 
back on the bed and thought about what one was supposed to do at a 
sleep over. Astrid was the only good friend I had as a kid so I never 
went to one. Fishlegs invited me to a group one once, but I'd had to 
go to a funeral that day. It didn't really bother me, I had never 
known it so I didn't feel like I was missing anything, plus I liked 
being on my own. Jack laid down on the end of the bed with his feet 
hanging off and just sort of laid there for a moment. He looked 
completely at ease. Not really surprising, considering how he had 
been so calm and collected about everything else that had happened so 
far. I wondered how he distanced himself from it all with such 
inertness . 

Jack opened his eyes after a few moments, returning to reality. It 
was still early, so we had lots of time to fill. Jack cocked his 
eyebrows as a thought came to him, "You play cards?" He asked. I 
nodded, "Yeah, I'm pretty good." Jack walked over and retrieved a 
deck of cards from his bag. He threw them and himself back onto the 
bed and proceeded to slide the cards out of their beaten paper box. 
You could tell that the cards had been worn, but when he shuffled 
them they were still stiff enough to make a rainbow. Jack had expert 
hands with them as he doled out three cards to himself and me. 
"Seven-Card stud?" He asked. Once again, I nodded. Jack smirked, "Ok, 
what are you betting?" I sighed, not really wanting to put too much 
in, "Fifteen." "Wow, you 're cheap." "Not cheap, just broke." 

I usually got a healthy amount of pay from Gobber (after flying 
lessons) when I would help him do things he was too old to do, but 
since there had been so much going on these past few days I hadn't 
gotten the chance to go and see him to renew my supply. "Fine, then. 
I'll put in twenty-five." Jack said while grinning impishly. He had 
the same glow to his eyes when he was about to do something possibly 
dicey. I rolled my eyes, "Do what you want. It'll only be more tragic 
for you when you lose." I told him. He challenged me with a look, 
"We'll see about that. Hie. I have perfect luck." He proceeded to 
slap down the fourth card, on which I bet two more dollars. The fifth 
card, on which he bet three more. And the sixth card, where he bet 
four more. 



From his hand I could see (apart from the three down-turned cards) 
that he had a queen, a three, an eight, and a Jack. He had the 
makings of a flush. I, on the other hand, had a King, an ace, a two, 
and a four. It wouldn't really matter which way my cards went. I had 
a good chance of either a low or high flush. I bet six more dollars 
even though it would run me completely out of funds. After I had made 
my bet, we both scooped up our cards to make our best hand. Jack went 
first. "Two queens and three jacks." He said, throwing them down on 
the bedspread. I showed him my cards. 

"Royal flush. I win." 

Jack looked like a fish out of water. "Huh?! That's not cool." He 
pouted for a few seconds while I smirked with satisfaction. My new 
found fifty five dollars in hand, I wouldn't need to go to Gobber's 
for a day or two after all. We played a few non-betting games after 
that since Jack had gambled away the majority of what had been in his 
wallet. When we were bored with that, we moved downstairs to the 
living room and played Mario Kart for an hour or two. We were on 
Rainbow Road when Dad came through the door. "Ah, Hiccup. Work's 
backed up right now so, uh. I'll be going back to Derk. I'll probably 
catch a hotel there tonighta€ 1 I don't really know when I'll be back. 
I just came to pick up a few things and then I'm off." 

Dad's explanation wasn't shocking. If anything, it was anticipated. I 
was used to these frequent trips back and forth from Derk. They'd 
been happening more and more often lately. Ever since Mom died. Dad 
didn't like being at the house for too long. I thought he felt like 
it was too empty without her, and I agreed with him. Unfortunately, 
until I was off to college the next year, I wouldn't have an escape. 
As my Dad jogged upstairs to get whatever it was he needed, I slumped 
back into the cushions of the couch. After a few minutes Dad came 
down again with a garment bag I assumed had an extra suit and his 
bare necessities inside. He said a small goodbye and left once 
more . 

I guessed that the football game that was supposed to be going on 
tonight had been cancelled since Jack had asked me to go tomorrow. 

The weather outside had gone from bad to worse and the coaches could 
probably tell it was going to end in this mini-blizzard. It would be 
more than likely done by noon tomorrow, little flurries like this 
never lasted long, but it would make flying hard as heck. After I 
beat Jack in yet another round, I asked him if I could see his phone. 
I looked up the competition's website once more to find that the 
contest had been cancelled, thankfully, and moved to next week. I 
flopped the controller down and handed Jack his phone again, "Looks 
like I'm safe for now soa€ 1 How about some dinner? Unless you're 
still just aching to lose yet another game, that is." 

Jack pouted, "Ugh. I don't understand how it's possible for you to 
beat me _fifteen_ times. Even with the card games! I swear you've 
rigged them or something." Jack followed me over to the table where 
he sat down in a chair. It had gotten pretty late and food sounded 
very inviting. I'd put that bread dough in the fridgea€ 1 
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><p>Hiccup could <em>cook<em> . Like, really, really well. I had no 
idea he possessed such a talent. He had stuffed some dough into a pan 



and thrown it into the oven and then retrieved some fruit, greens, 
and vegetables from the fridge. He diced up the fruit into small 
chunks in a bowl, saving the juice. He took a pan out from a cupboard 
and added some butter to it. While the pan heated up, he swirled the 
butter around to coat it. He put some mushrooms into the pan and let 
it simmer, eventually adding brussel sprouts and a root of some sort. 
He expertly threw in some spices he didn't even have to measure as 
the oven beeped, a heavenly smell pouring from it. Hiccup put on an 
oven mitt and brought it out of the oven as the vegetables finished 
up. Hiccup pushed them around a few more times, checking to see if 
they were all done, then turned off the flame beneath them. 

"Ready!" He said, looking proud of the mini-feast he had created. He 
brought out two small plates and forks . Then he took over the fresh 
loaf of bread with a knife and the fruit-salsa stuff. He pushed an 
equal share of vegetables onto my plate, then his, and sat down. He 
took the first bite, and I followed, beginning with the bread. It was 
hot and steamy still, with nuts and grains embedded inside. I spread 
some of the golden-colored fruit salsa on a corner and took another 
bite. The coldness and tartness of the fruits clashed with the nutty 
warmth of the bread in a nice way, and once I got started, I couldn't 
stop eating. The vegetables were just as good, almost better in their 
own way . 

I was filled to the brim by the time the bread was gone and 
vegetables practically inhaled. Hiccup just laughed at the sight of 
me as he looked on at my slouched posture over the chair. "Where did 
you learn to do that?" I asked in complete astonishment. "Cookbooks. 
That's where recipes come from." He said, inwardly gloating. I was 
beginning to think that (apart from athletics) there was nothing that 
Hiccup Haddock could not do. Hiccup took the plates over to the sink 
where he gave them a quick rinse, and then returned to the table. It 
was 9:30. My eyelids were beginning to droop because of the huge meal 
I had just eaten. 

It didn't go unnoticed by Hiccup, who chuckled softly. "You tired? 
Let's go to beda€ 1 I'm beat too." He said, rubbing at his eye, which 
still held a shadow of greyish purple. I had forgotten that he was 
still recovering. He sure didn't act like it, anyway. "Ok." I 
said . 

We walked back up to his room and got dressed for bed. I had to try 
hard to keep from looking even though I had already seen him in his 
boxers twice already. I switched into some soft shorts and an old 
green sleeveless shirt that was only good for sleeping in. When I 
turned around. Hiccup was already dressed. He was wearing some baggy 
light blue sweatpants that I couldn't believe he actually owned and a 
white T-shirt that had two small holes on the right shoulder. Through 
the holes you could see the freckles underneath. He looked really 
adorable, but then I again, that was just him in general. I flopped 
on the bed. Hiccup looked over at me, suddenly troubled by something. 
"What's wrong?" I asked, leaning over to poke his 
side . 

"Pfff ! " 

Hiccup looked away quickly, shying away from my hand. Waita€ 1 "Hey 
Hiccup, are you a€ 1 _t icklish_a€ 1 . by any chance?" He skirted along 
the edge of the bed, "a€lNooo." I smirked, "You're a bad liar." 
Catching my tone, he tried to escape, but I caught him by the wrist. 



throwing him back onto the bed. "Oh, no you don't!" Hiccup tried to 
roll off of the bed again, but before he could, my fingers had found 
his side. "BUH! AH! HAHAHA! NONONONONO JACK STAHP ! HEHEHE ! " Hiccup 
twisted around on the bed, trying to break away. I pinned him down 
gently with his knee, but with the laughter gripping him he couldn't 
fight it. "JACK SERIOUSLY! OK! OK! I'M TICKLISH! NOW STOP IIIIIIIT! 
*GIGGLESNORT*" 

That was soa€ 1 I don't think there are words for how adorable that 
little sound was. 

It caught me by surprise, and I finally realized that what I was 
doing probably wasn't normal teen guy-to-guy behavior. I pulled off 
of him without another word and tried to play it off. "Ok, ok. C'mon, 
let's go to sleep." I said, standing up to go turn off the lights. He 
didn't seem to be thinking too deeply into it, gratefully, and I 
switched off the lights. I heard the shuffling of blankets as Hiccup 
settled in. My eyes still weren't adjusted, but it seemed like when I 
had seen him sleeping before, it had been on the left sideaCl 

I crawled into the right side of the bed to find that he was, in 
fact, on the left. As my eyes began to adjust, I saw that was facing 
toward the middle of the bed, laying on his right side. I laid on my 
back, staring up at the ceiling. I had almost forgotten why I was 
there in the first place, but seeing Hiccup curled up in ball on his 
side made him look so small. I knew he wasn't weak. He had a strong 
heart from everything he had been through, but he himself seemed so 
fragile . 

I found these thoughts swimming my head even after I had been trying 
to sleep for thirty minutes. Hiccup's breath was constant, deep, and 
even beside me. With my eyes fully accustomed to the darkness, I 
could even see the outline of his hair as the light from the 
streetlamp filtered through his green curtains. I had been trying to 
avoid the thoughts, but they were insistent as I found myself so 
close yet so far away from him. They were things I didn't want to 
think about like; _What if I never tell him? Will it always be like 
this? I don't want thataC 1 but I don't want to ruin this either. I 
like him. I like him a lot. Why does it feel like he's on some other 
planet? It's like he's so perfect that I can't even touch him, but I 
want to. I want to so bad. Why can't he be mine? Why don't I have the 

courage to say anything? Then it's like when he told me to go away. 

Sooner or later he's going to realizea€l Then what do I do? What if 
he's digusted? What if he never wants to see my face again? What if I 
never even get to- !_ 

Hiccup had suddenly moved, slinging his arm over my chest. He scooted 
closer, unconscious, until he was hugging my side. "Hmmm." He gave a 
small sigh as he settled again. Eor a few seconds I was idle. I was 
immobilized with surprise. Not moving a muscle, even my breath was 
shallower just so he wouldn't wake up. His breaths came at the same 
rate before, so I knew he was still asleep. All I could do was feel 
his soft sighs as they warmed my ribs. He looked like a statue in the 
dark. You couldn't see his freckles, so his skin looked like a 
perfect alabaster white. I was scared that his hand, which he had 

placed dangerously close to my heart, would feel the loud beating 

beneath it. Eor a few precious moments my mind was quiet, and I 
allowed myself to pretend, even if it was only for a little 
while . 



Making sure not to stir him, I moved my left arm up silently. My arm 
snaked around his shoulders, holding him there lightly. I could feel 
his back rise and fall and soon found myself moving my other arm 
around to hold him completely. Hiccup was in a deep sleep and didn't 
wake, so I curled myself inward. Hiccup's head fell off my chest and 
onto my arm. I was closer to his face, so the small silhouettes of 
his freckles showed on his cheeks. The arm that had been on my chest 
before had now found its way around my waist. It was so warm. 

I wanted to cry. First because I was sad. I knew that this could 
never be real, that Hiccup would never belong to me. This was just a 
small gift, for a small time, until the next ensuing heartbreak. 
Second, because I was so happy for this short, liberating moment that 
for a few seconds, I was allowed to think. I was allowed to imagine. 
It was ok for me to hold this boy I already loved so much this close 
to me. I was allowed to look at his face and take in every inch of 
his features there, even count each of his freckles if I wanted to. 
More importantly, I was allowed to hope, however small that hope was, 
that Hiccup might trust me just enough to unconsciously crawl into my 
arms as he slept. 

I stroked softly at the hair near the base of his neck. It was long, 
a deep russet color. From this close I could smell it again, the soft 
perfume that wafted up from Hiccup. It was hard to name, something 
between the woods and a domestic sort of smell, almost metallic yet 
natural. It was quickly becoming my favorite. Hiccup let out another 
deep sigh in his slumber, reacting to whatever was happening in his 
dreams. Drinking in the last few seconds, I pulled my arm out from 
under him, letting him settle back down onto the bed. I knew he would 
freak out if he woke up in my arms, no matter how tempted I was to 
keep him there. 

I pulled away and laid back down on my pillow. Hiccup was still fast 
asleep, snoring slightly. I turned the opposite direction, with my 
back turned to him. The place in the blankets where we had both been 
were still warm as I moved into the colder, untouched area of the 
sheets. The leftover warmth gathered around my back, reminding me of 
the moment I would have to hold on to by myself, without Hiccup 
having ever known. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I woke up to a rustling of the sheets beside me. I opened my eyes 
to see a blurry picture of Jack climbing out of bed. He must've 
noticed a hitch in my breathing or something because he turned 
around. "Oh, sorry Hie, I didn't mean to wake you up." Judging from 
the amount of light the window let in, we had slept in a good amount 
of time. He turned around again, revealing his bedhead. His hair 
stood up at even more awkward angles than it usually did in a strange 
halo around his head. I chuckled at the sight of it, but it came out 
as more of a growl than anything else since I had the I- just-woke-up 
morning voice going on.<p> 

I sat up and took in the morning as my head spun from waking up. I 
assumed it was about noon. Jack softly padded his way out of the room 
and I heard the bathroom door across the hall close with a click. I 
stretched myself out, knowing that no one was watching. Might as well 
get all of the embarrassing stuff out of the way before Jack comes 
back. I slid off the bed and got dressed in a comfy button-down 
cardigan and yellow undershirt. Honestly I didn't remember having 



ever owned something yellow, must've been something left over from 
the huge stack of clothes Astrid's older brother had passed down. 

They were all too big for me, even now, but that was ok because it 
was the weekend and it's ok to dress for comfort on the 
weekend . 

Jack came in not too long after, his pajama pants replaced with some 
holey jeans. I pushed past him, still only half awake, and continued 
down the staircase and into the kitchen. Once I had found the coffee 
and a filter I haphazardly put them into the coffee maker and waited 
for the water to trickle down and start up the rest of my 
morning-not-morning routine. Jack followed after me, sitting in the 
same chair he had last night. He acted like the kitchen was my 
territory, like he didn't want to mess with anything, and I didn't 
mind. When the coffee was done, I drizzled some chocolate syrup on 
the inside of two mugs and poured in some creamer. I was tempted to 
add whipped cream like usual, but that would take more effort than I 
was willing to put out. 

I walked back over to the table with the mugs in hand. Last night's 
blizzard had left the house chilled, and the wood floors felt like 
ice under my un-socked feet. Jack had eyed the syrup and cream with 
suspicion. "Hiccup, " He said, "This 'coffee' you're making is 
bordering on hot chocolate status." I waved him away with my hand. 
"Don't drink it then, more for me." I said, taking a sip of my own 
mug. Jack rolled his eyes but brought the cup to his lips 
nonetheless. I could tell by the slight widening of his eyes that he 
liked it after all, as he seemed to do with whatever else I had made 
him eat since we met. 

I wrapped my hands around my mug and brought my knees up to my chest 
in the chair. When we had finished the coffee I felt functional and 
went to put the mugs in the sink, and having rinsed them off, 
transferred them to the dishwasher. When I looked at the clock on the 
microwave it read 1:25. I hadn't power-slept like that for a while. 
"So what time is the game today?" I asked, wondering if they would 

need some extra time to clear the field of newly fallen snow. 

"Seven-thirty. They don't want it to fall too late into the night in 
case it gets colder than last night." I nodded. "Wanna go out and get 
some lunch, then? We've got a while until seven comes around." 

The rest of the "morning" consisted of another cup of coffee for the 
both of us and Jack gathering the few things he had so he could go 
get ready at his house. When he was gone, I brushed my teeth, jumped 
into the shower, and changed into regular clothes. When I was done, I 
walked over to Jack's house and knocked on the door. He came out in 

his usual blue hoodie and said he was just about to come get me. We 

had lunch at the diner across town. Jack still hadn't tired of the 
snow, and kicked it around every chance he got. I wondered if living 
Sydney had made him miss the cold that much. 

Jack ordered a hamburger and fries while I went for the cranberry 
salad. "Hiccup? Are you a vegetarian?" He asked, noticing my choice. 
"No, I ate the pepperoni pizza remember? I just don't like meat often 
and in big chunks. Makes me feel sluggish." I told him. When we were 
done with lunch and idle conversation, we walked home and parted 
ways. The house felt larger than usual when I entered it and the 
stillness felt suffocating. I tried to remember what I had done on an 
average day before I met Jack, but it was like that was years away 
now . 



I doodled some things, watched a lot of TV, and played some 
one-player video games while I waited for seven o ' clock to roll 
around. Jack would have to be there earlier than me for warm-ups and 
such, so we wouldn't be walking together. Seven finally came around 
when I had been ready to go for an hour before then. I wore a fluffy 
scarf that would cover not only my neck but half of my face too, some 
gloves, a sweater, and a heavier jacket than usual. It wasn't that 
cold yet, but I knew that the temp would drop quickly once the sun 
went down. 

The football field had been cleared of most of the snow and the team 
was doing stretches near the track. The cheerleaders stood propping 
themselves on the sideline, rolling out posters and signs that read 
"Go Bears!" and fluffing their pom-poms. I was surprisingly one of 
the people that got there later. Everybody else had come earlier than 
usual for whatever reason, so I chose a seat at the top of the 
bleachers, steering clear of the high school section. 

As the game was being announced. Jack looked up into the bleachers. I 
waved my arm in a wide arc above my head. He waved back, but I was 
too far away to see his expression. As the game commenced, I watched 
as the players flitted about. Most of them were bulky and made good 
tackles while the other team struggled against their weight. Jack, 
though, was fast. He sped around the field, too quick to be taken 
down, and stole the ball with a high leap. I bet he was good at 
track. I had noticed this during practices too. It was like Jack was 
born to run. 

When the game was over, we had won with a score of 10 to 2. A great 
cheer rang out from the crowd as the boys went through the usual 
"good game" high-five line in the middle of the field. Jack would 
probably want me to wait for him, so I walked towards the exit so he 
would be able to find me. After a quick trip to the restroom, mostly 
everyone had left the field with the cold night turning their shrieks 
of delight into ice. I picked a small spot on the sidewalk underneath 
the bleachers to wait for Jack, leaning my head against one of the 
cold steel supports. Eventually Jack pushed out of the field house, 
ruddy-faced with excitement. He looked around, finally seeing my spot 
on the ground. He gave a big smile as I reached up to wave at him, 
but as soon as I had his smile disappeared. His face went rigid, then 
I heard a footstep behind me. 

Before I could register what was happening, I had been ripped up from 
the ground. There was a hand wrapped around my mouth and nose before 
I could make a sound. I clawed up at the arm, trying to make 
whoever-it-was release me. I could feel the air escaping from my 
lungs with each movement I made, but I couldn't breathe. In a panic, 

I tried to scream or bite or do something, but that just cost me more 

air. Stars were beginning to crowd my eyes when the hand fell away. I 

gasped for air, coughing at the cold burn as it went in. I turned 
around to find Snotlout knocked to the ground. He scrambled up with a 
grimace, glaring at something beyond me. The next thing I saw was a 
blue blur as Jack pushed past me, crashing into Snotlout. 

The two of them were a storm of punches and kicks that I could barely 

discern in my shocked state. I didn't know what to do. I couldn't 

tell who was winning or losing or if Jack was ok. Why the hell was 
nobody coming? ! Trying to pull them apart would only end with me 
getting hurt in the crossfire, plus I doubted my ability to stop a 



raging Jack and Snotlout in their attempts to kill each other. 

Finally a loud "Ugh!" came from Snotlout, and he stumbled backwards. 
Jack stood near the wall of the concession stand. A small line of 
blood trickled down the side of his mouth, turned down into a glare 
that could kill all by itself. Snotlout realized that this was one 
fight he wasn't going to win. Jack was too strong and angry for 
Snotlout to even try to throw another fist his way. Opting for his 
safety, Snotlout tried to run away. 

In the small breather as the two had broken away, my mind had begun 
working again. I could see it in his eyes. Jack wasn't joking. This 
was more than just a skirmish to him. Jack was mad, so mad that I 
could tell Snotlout wouldn't slip away without a few broken bones or 
worse, that Jack would kill him without thinking. As much as I didn't 
want to, I knew that I had to find a way for Snotlout to get away 
before Jack got himself into deep trouble. I knew a way, somewhere in 
the back of my head, and I knew it would work. I was sacred, but it 
would work. It came with consequences, but it would work. All I had 
to do was do it, and it would work. It would just have to work. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I would've been fine just beating Snotlout over the things he had 
already done. But this was worse. He had tried to send him to the 
grave this time. It was more than I could take. I saw Snotlout turn 

and try to run away from me, but I wasn't about to let that bastard 

get away. There was a gash to his temple where I had thrown the rock 
to initially release Hiccup and various other scratches and red 
patches from where I had hit and kicked him so many times. Snotlout 
wasn't fast. This was going to be easy. I wiped at my lip, the only 

hit he had managed to get in on me. There was a small cut there, but 

that would go away quickly. As Snotlout made the first few dashes 
towards the exit gate, I had these thoughts racing through my head, 
and I took the first step to follow after him.<p> 

Before I could take another one, something clamped around my wrist, 
holding me back. I hadn't been expecting it, so I stopped dead in my 
tracks. I turned to see that it was Hiccup that had stopped me. 
"That's enough!" He said, "You'll kill him at this rate!" I frowned. 
He was trying to protect _him_ now? ! After he had just tried to kill 
him? I ripped my wrist out from his hold and tried to take another 
step. I thought that would be the end of it, that he would've let me 
go, but he didn't. Instead he took whatever small force he had left 
in his body to shove me back against the wall of the concession 
stand . 

"Jack, listen ! " He commanded, a new sort of determination in his eyes. 
At this point, Snotlout had already reached halfway towards the exit 
gate. I could still catch up. I didn't listen to Hiccup, he wasn't 
thinking straight. I took one hand and tried to push him gently out 
of the way, but he wasn't having it. "Dammit Hiccup! Get out of the 
way!" I told him. He didn't move backwards. His face twisted into a 
hard line, as if he had decided something, and he moved closer, 
gripping at the hood of my jacket. "_No_. " 

I stood there, confused for a small moment at how much power he had 
put behind the word. Why was he so against me taking out a guy that 
had tormented him for god-knows-how-long? I looked into his eyes for 
a second, and I saw a little hint of fear at their edges. What was 
going on his head? I couldn't figure it out. Snotlout was now 



skirting around the edge of the exit gate. My entire body ached to 
run after him, to get some justice for the boy I loved, but said boy 
was still holding me back. One last time, I tried to push him away, 
with more force than before. He bolted his knees and pushed back on 
my chest with his hands still gripped in my hood. Suddenly, he 
changed the direction of his force. Pulling instead of pushing. 

For a moment, all I could feel was the stillness, like the calm 
before the storm. Then lightning, sharp and electric. I knew this 
feeling. It was exactly the same as it had been in the hospital. My 
eyes were wide open, but Hiccup had squeezed his shut. The pressure 
of my hood being thrown forward drew me down to him. Wait was 
Hiccupa€ 1 _huh?!_ There was a weight on my lips. It was rough, yet 
placid. Hurried, but slow. Greedy, yet giving. Small puffs of water 
vapor froze as hot breaths mixed and all thoughts drained out of my 
head. It was warm. Even though the sun had set, I felt like it had 
popped right back out to see this moment. All I could do was 
melt . 

Hiccup moved awkwardly against my top lip, begging a response. When 
my head had somewhat caught up to the moment and what was happening, 

I kissed back. I felt Hiccup's surprise as I sucked softly at his 
lower lip. His grip on my hood slipped a little, and I could feel the 
warmth growing on his cheeks as he became embarrassed. Slowly I began 
to realize that _Hiccup_ had kissed _me_. This little fact left me 
elated, and I found my arms wrapped around his waist, drawing him 
closer. "Mph!" Hiccup made a small noise as I kissed him deeper, 
drinking him in. The entirety of Hiccup had gone warm. It was like a 
huge blush had spread over every inch of him. His lips were softer 
than they had been in the hospital. They conformed to mine as I 
guided him slowly. They were wet. I pulled his lips apart with mine, 
bringing him in deeper. It was like a hunger. My hands gripped at his 
coat, pulling softly at the fabric. Between small gasps, hiccup tried 
to catch his breath. 

He pulled away, slipping his face out of view as he hid it into my 
chest. It felt like it had been too soon. The ache in my body was 
still there, but it was now directed towards something else. Hiccup 
didn't say anything. He knew I wouldn't go after Snot lout anymore. 
Even though my mind was hazy, it was like the kiss had drawn out all 
of the anger and tension inside of me. I wasn't done. I unwound one 
of my arms from his back. "Hie?" I asked. I lifted his chin up 
lightly with my hand, wanting to look at his face. His eyes were 
downcast in embarrassment. "Hiccup." I said, and he finally found the 
courage to look up at me. His eyes were misty and half-open. Taking 
it slower this time, I slipped my hand into his hair and laid my 
forehead down on his. 

Hiccup didn't pull away, so I took that as my cue. I tilted my head 
forward, bringing my lips to his once more, lightly, a butterfly 
kiss. He didn't object to it. I twisted my fingers into the hair on 
his neck like I had last night. I was having trouble telling between 
dream and reality. There was no way this could be real. But it was. 
Somehow. I placed another small kiss on his lips, reveling in the 
feel of them. I peppered a few more softly, leaving the last one on 
his cheek, and brought my hand back to trace his jaw. Hiccup opened 
his eyes to find mine. Beneath me he looked timid and shy, like he 
had just done something he wasn't supposed to. I was holding Hiccup 
Haddock in my arms. He had just kissed me. Did that meana€ 1 he wasa€ 1 
mine? 



><p><em>*Maniacal laughter*<em> 


_I FINALLY GOT TO THE PART._ 

_YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS._ 

_I AM VERY EXCITED ABOUT THIS._ 

_VERY._ 

_I'm sorry you had to wait so long. Eight chapters is a bit much to 

have to wait for. Was it worth it though? I think it 

was ._ 

_Chapter 9 will be out soon I hope. I'll be out of the hospital 
before too long so thanks for all of the get-well-soon reviews an 
comments, they're very sweet :)_ 


10. Chapter 9 
Chapter 9 

"HiccupaCl why did you do that?" I asked, my voice low and soft. I 
needed to know. "Ia€l I didn't want you to get yourself into trouble 
by hurting hima€ 1 all we would have to do was tell someoneaC 1 " He 
said. I shook my head. "There were lots of ways to stop me HiccupaC 1 
why did you kiss me?" He wasn't giving me the answer I had to know. 
The one I had been dying for. Hiccup shook his head, biting one of 
his lips. He reached around behind me to pry my arm from its hold 
around his hips. "HiccupaCl" He pushed away, leaving his arms 
completely extended on my chest. He faced the ground, not looking at 
me, and I couldn't see his face. "HiccupaCl please." 

It took a few seconds of silence before a small mumble passed from 
Hiccup. "What?" I asked, unable to hear. His ears were red, 
highlighting the freckles there. He took a large breath. "Ita€l it 
was the first thing that came to my minda€ 1 and so I justa€ 1 Oh, god 
don't make me say it again." He said while hiding himself as he 
curled back into my jacket. I obviously wasn't going to get any other 
verbal answer so I figured something else might work. "Ok. You don't 
have to say anything, just leave the words to me. All you have to do 
is nod or shake your head, alright?" 

Hiccup seemed wary of the idea, but nodded his head anyway. I tried 
to figure out a way to word it so that he wouldn't be too scared to 
answer, but got my point as well. "Do youa€ 1 like me?" He nodded 
immediately, not taking it in the same way I had meant it, but that 
was a start. "Oka€ 1 Do you like me as a friend?" I asked. He nodded 
again. "How about as more than a friend?" To my surprise, there was a 
hesitation, but he nodded again. I took a breath, knowing that the 
next question would be the one to break him up. 

"HiccupaCl Do you love me?" 

He went stiff as he leaned on me . I felt like I was going to have a 
heart attack by the way my heart bumped around inside my chest so 



quick. It was like a suspense scene in a scary movie. You have a 
feeling something's about to happen, you have an idea of what it is, 
but the wait is what kills you. I could feel Hiccup's nervousness as 
he trembled below me. I doubted that I could have worded it any 
better than I had. This was getting right down to the heart of it, to 
what I desperately needed to hear, or see, in this case. I counted as 
the seconds went by, Onea€ 1 twoa€ 1 threea€ 1 I had reached five when 
there was finally a movement. 

He nodded. 

I let out the huge breath I had been holding without realizing it. A 
smile bigger than one had had pulled out in a long time spread from 
ear to ear. Hiccup looked up to see my reaction. I leaned down and 
hugged him close. That was enough. That was all I needed. I was glad 
I had hung onto that last piece of hope, to my small moments of 
imagination. Now I wouldn't need them anymore. Now I had all of it in 
my hands. This shocked Hiccup, and he slowly wrapped his arms around 
me as well. "Hey Hie." I said. He was frozen to the spot, awaiting 
some other odd question. "a€lHmm?" He asked when he decided it was 
ok. I held him tighter to me, twisting my head to whisper in his 
ear, 

_"I love you too."_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Jack's confession was warm on my neck, but it gave me goosebumps. 
If I hadn't already been blushing from head to toe that would've made 
it happen. I hadn't expected him to ask me about it. The idea hadn't 
really crossed my mind yet. But as soon as he asked, I knew the 
answer. It put together all of the puzzle pieces from these past few 
days, stitching them together into something I could finally make 
sense of. He had a point, there were a lot of other ways I could have 
stopped him. The clarity of finally putting it all together left a 
satisfying click in my mind. Jack was really happy, of course, and 
had this huge dopey smile on his face before he had reached in to hug 
me . <p> 

It was cold outside. Jack probably still couldn't feel it since he 
was somewhere far away in his warm little dream-land. I unwrapped 
myself from him and wriggled out of his embrace. "C'mon," I said, 
"Let's go home." I smiled encouragingly. It seemed like Snotlout was 
the furthest thing from his mind, and that had been the whole point 
to begin with so it was a success all around. I started walking, and 
Jack clung to my side as if he thought I would try to run away if he 
didn ' t . 

I had never even had a girlfriend before, much less a boyfriend. What 
was I supposed to do from here? We past a house with some Saturday 
night celebration going on inside. There was music leaking out 
through the walls. I assumed it was some gathering of other teens 
that cared a bit more about football than I did. When we had passed 
the house there was nothing but silence. The neighborhoods near my 
house had always been quiet ones, so it didn't bother me, but I felt 
like Jack would find the quiet awkward, so I tried to find something 
to talk about. "Soa€l in Sydneya€ 1 what did you do? You already told 
me you were a tagger, but apart from that I really have no idea." I 
asked. I was genuinely curious about the subject since he hadn't said 
much about it . 



Jack shrugged, "It wasn't all that exciting. Sometimes I went scuba 
diving, but it was just something to do when I got bored. I mainly 
sat on the beach anda€ 1 watched things happen I guess." Jack looked 
down at me again. "Compared to Sydney, I like it a lot better here. 

At least snow melts, but sand? The sand was _everywhere_. And you 
couldn't get it out of anything. That was the most annoying thing in 
the world." He said. He blew at the hair around his forehead 
remembering his annoyance at it . I smiled, it was cool to have a 
small window into his life in Sydney, however small of a window it 
had been. "Well, you haven't had snow thrown down your shirt yet so 
don't get too excited." I said. He chuckled, "Whatever you say." 

As we neared our street, a cold breeze blew out from in between the 
houses. My scarf and gloves had held up well for about halfway 
through the game, but then had become chilled anyway, so I had 
stuffed them in my pocket. It would be stupid of me to put them on 
when the house was only one more street away, but it was so cold I 
was tempted to. My teeth were chattering. Why did cold have to be a 
thing? I felt something slip into my hand. "Your hands are freezing 
cold." Jack said, like holding my hand was the most natural thing in 
the world for him. I didn't object. It was too cold for that. We just 
walked down the street until our houses came into view. I expected 
him to break away, to go into his own house, maybe give me a hug or 
something before he did so, but that wasn't what he did. We 
completely passed his house. "Urn, Jack?" I asked, wondering what he 
was doing. He pointed to the car in his driveway, "Aster's home." He 
said . 

For a second I couldn't quite catch his point, but before long I 
could read between the lines. "Oha€ 1 ok." I said. I unlocked the door 
when we got back to the house and welcomed the warm air inside. "Want 
some hot chocolate?" I asked. He nodded, accepting that everything I 
cooked for him up to that point had been yummy. I hung my coat up as 
well as his and went to the kitchen for some mugs, milk, and a mix I 
had bought from an Inuit woman at a fair in Lerk. It was a sort of 
spiced cocoa that had been handmade by these women for their small 
stall. They had been talkative and very sweet. I had helped them put 
their tent back together while their husbands had gone roaming around 
the fair and they gave me the large jar of mix for free in 
exchange . 

I warmed the milk, stirred in the mix and brought it back over to the 
couch where Jack was flipping through stations on TV. Not finding one 
he liked, he hit the mute button and took his mug from my hands. I 
settled down on the couch beside him and took a sip. The spices mixed 
with the cocoa in an almost southern-tasting way, but not quite. It 
was a difficult flavor to name, but it smelled amazing. Jack looked 
like he was enjoying it, so I sat back in satisfaction. The mug 
warmed my fingers and palms. I kicked off my shoes so I could bring 
my feet under my legs and start warming them too. Jack had taken his 
shoes off at the door already. He wasn't wearing any socks 
again . 

Jack drained his cup before I did, and sat it on the coffee table. I 
could tell he wanted to ask me something, but he waited for me to 
finish. I made an effort to down it quickly and planted my mug beside 
Jack's. "Hiccup?" He asked, finally speaking up. "Yeah?" He turned 
towards me, leaning his arm against the back the couch and laying his 
head on it. "That, back there. Was thata€ 1 your first?" 



Oh god. Had I been that bad? Shit. I pouted a little, disappointed. 
"Yeah." I said. Which was a lie, actually. My first had been in a 
hospital bed where I wasn't allowed to react. This one had been 
mutual, though, so I had decided not to count the first one. Jack 
smiled, a familiar twinkle in his eye. "Good." He said. I raised an 
eyebrow. "That means I get this cute little virgin Hiccup all to 
myself." He jeered, leaning towards me with a smirk. "Hah?!" I tried 
to protest, but before I could, I found myself trapped between the 
back of the couch and Jack, who had blocked my path of escape. 

"Hey Hiccup." 

"What . " 

"Does this mean I get to call you my boyfriend?" 

I blushed a deep tomato red, I could feel it. "J-Just D- do what you 
want." I said. I mentally cursed myself for stuttering. My eyes 
flitted across the room, away from him. I was really getting tired of 
being embarrassed so easily. "You know," He said, a smile in his 
voice, "You shouldn't pout like that. It's very inviting." I looked 
forward to ask him what he meant, "What's tha- Mph ! " _Jack's kissing 
me again. Oh, yeah, that's ok because we're dating nowa€ 1 Datinga€l 
Does that mean that this becomes a regular thing now? Thata€ 1 might 
not be so bad._ 

Jack's lips were soft, like marshmallows, but not. It was a strange 
feeling I couldn't quite get used to, all slippery and heated. It 
tasted like hot cocoa. One moment I was sitting on my own and the 
next Jack had pulled me up into his lap. I had barely felt the 
movement, too focused on what Jack was doing to my mouth. "Mpha€ 1 
Jacka€ 1 what are you doing?" I noticed His hands pulling up at the rim 
of my sweater. "Your sweater is hot, plus I wouldn't mind seeing you 
shirtless right now." He said, pulling it over my head before he had 
given me time to react. He found my white undershirt instead. "Aw, 
man. At least we got rid of the temperature problem. Come here." He 
said, leaning back in to place a kiss on my neck. 

He was right, it had been hot, but I hadn't noticed. Now I could 
clearly feel Jack's oven-like hands on my back, the same hand that 
held mine not too long ago now tracing a line up and down my spine. 
When he was done with my neck he moved back up to my face. He kissed 
along my cheekbones and forehead and ears, everywhere but where I 
wanted him. "Jacka€l" I whined. It was funny how much I missed the 
feeling of his lips on mine even though it had only been a few 
seconds. "Hmm?" He hummed, sucking at my freckles. I let out a sigh, 
giving in. I wrapped my arms around his neck and strung my fingers 
through his hair. I tilted his face were I wanted it and kissed him 
head-on, no more of that teasing stuff. Jack smiled through the kiss, 
"Impatient _Mmm-_much?" He tried to badger me, getting stuck with a 
small moan in between. I took pride in that tiny moan. 

I tried something different, and bit down gently on his lips. 
"_Shaddup._" I said. The bite set off something in Jack and he now 
attacked my lips with needy pecks. His arms tightened around my waist 
and he did the same thing he had earlier at the football field. He 
kissed me like he would die if he didn't. Like it had been holed up 
inside him somewhere, and he was letting it all go. I was in a higher 
position above him on his lap, an angle I hadn't seen before. Jack's 



hair tickled me every time he would give me a break and move back 
down to my neck, and I had done my best to hold it in, but after 
about the third time I just couldn't. "Pfft! Jack stop that!" I felt 
like he was doing it on purpose. "Doing what?" He asked, tickling my 
chin with one of the curves of his hair. Definitely. He was 
definitely doing that on purpose. 

"Haha! Jack you know exactly what. Pff!" Jack paid me no mind, 
pressing his lips back into mine. "Hmmm do I?" He mumbled, 
dismantling whatever small barrier had formed on my lips against the 
laughter. He drew a finger teasingly along my side while he proceeded 
to kiss the hell out of me. "Yes Ha HAmmm! *gasp* You d-fffha! Mpf ! 
Nnnnn Do!" His fingers were now in a flurry down my side, causing me 
to have to lean on him for support since leaning the other way would 
win me a one-way ticket to the floor. "I love it when you laugh, 
though." He said, "_Especially_ when you're kissing me. I think it's 
my new favorite thing, actually." 

We went on like this for a few more minutes until it had worn me out. 
I tried to catch my breath when He had finally stopped. I tried to 
slip off of him but he held my wrists at my side. "How are you so 
damn good on your first try?" He asked. The question surprised me. I 
thought I had been horriblea€ 1 "Was it reallya€l ok?" I didn't want 
to, but I had to ask. I felt like he was teasing me again. Jack 
furrowed his brow, "_0k?_ Hiccupa€ 1 that wasa€ 1 the best." He said, 
wrapping his arms around me and pulling his face into my chest. 

Oh. Ok then. Jack pulled his phone out of his pocket. After a few 
taps on the screen he slipped it back inside. "What was that about?" 

I asked. I had forgotten to tell him that he couldn't tell anyone. I 
wasn't even sure how that would go over with AstridaO 1 much less 
someone less close to me. "Just telling Aster I'll be spending the 
night again." He said, a sly grin on his face. Seeing my look of 
apprehension he said, "Don't worry, I won't do anything. Since you 
made me let Snotface go and all, though, I want to be here just in 
case." Jack took a pause. "He tried to kill you tonight. You realize 
this, right?" 

I slipped off to the side of him, rolling off the couch. "Yeaha€l I 
doa€ 1 Let's just go to bed, kay?" Jack stared at me for a moment, 
trying to tell whether I was serious or not. I could understand his 
confusion. Finding his way up off the couch he found a strand of my 
bangs to tug on. "Ok." He said. He let his hand fall into mine and we 
went upstairs. It was weird that just last night we had done 
basically the same thing, but now it was completely different. 

Jack turned away so we could both get "changed". Jack hadn't kept his 
shorts here from last night, so he left his pants on but took off his 
shirt. I took my pants off, knowing they would be too hot for bed, 
but left my shirt on since it was light. It wasn't like Jack hadn't 
seen me in my boxers before, but you would've thought he was jumping 
for joy when he saw me in them now. "Well, still didn't get the shirt 
off but I guess legs will suffice." He said. I sent him a look, 
"You're not supposed to tell me that right before we get in bed." I 
told him. He had said he wouldn't do anything, but I wasn't quite 
convinced with the way he had been speaking. 

I climbed into bed, leaving a spot for Jack on the other side. He 
turned off the light and walked back across the floor slowly, trying 
to remember where the bed was. When he found it, he slipped in beside 



me. Still new to all this, I kept still, not knowing what to do. Jack 

turned toward me in the bed, feeling my hesitation. "Hie, is there a 

reason you're all the way on the other side of the bed? Get over 
here." He caught my abdomen underneath the sheets and pulled me close 
to him. I ended up on my right side, and he on his back. He laid his 
left arm out for my head and curled me in so that my head and left 

arm were draped across his shoulder and chest. I was glad he couldn't 

see me, because I knew I was blushing. God I hated blushing. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I woke up with Hiccup still stuck to my side. It took me a moment 
to not panic and remember that it was ok now. Hiccup's breaths warmed 
me in the same way they had the night before. Noon-ish looking light 
was pouring in through the curtains again. It felt like a repeat of 
yesterday, only better. Much better. Yesterday I had been tempted to 
stay there and count his freckles, and I did now before he decided to 
wake up. I couldn't see half of his right check as it was pressed up 
against me, but I could see the left one. There were 142. I had 
counted and recounted. It felt natural for him to be against my side 
like that. It was as if he had been perfectly sculpted to be 
there . <p> 

A little while after I had started counting the freckles on his nose, 
he woke up. "Hmm?" It took him a second to remember, just like it had 
me, that he had a boyfriend now, and that it was ok. Hiccup twisted 
his head upwards to see if I was awake. I smiled at him, "Morning." 
Hiccup nodded, still drunk from sleep, "Mornin'." He reached up to 
rub his eyes clean of sand. He supported himself above me with his 
arms. "Have a good dream?" I asked. Hiccup reminded me of a cat once 
again, like he had the first day I met him, as he stretched out his 
arms and back. When he was done, he nodded sleepily. I shifted higher 
up on the pillows, leaning against the bedframe. "That's good." I 
said . 

Hiccup's eyes were half-open, not wanting to face the light of the 
room. I leaned forward to put kiss on his cheek, then a small peck on 
his lips. "Want some breakfast?" I asked. He looked confused, but too 
sleepy still to oppose, "a€lok." I slipped away from him and found my 
way into the kitchen. I remembered the cupboard Hiccup had pulled the 
small plates out of for dinner the other night and got two more out 
now. I found the napkin-wrapped package of cinnamon rolls I had 
brought over earlier. Throwing them in the microwave, I flipped a 
hand through my hair, feeling the extent of my bedhead. It wasn't 
bad, nothing a little water wouldn't be able to fix later. 

When the microwave dinged its timer, I pulled the cinnamon rolls and 
placed them each on a plate. Grabbing two forks, I headed back 
upstairs. Hiccup had fallen down onto my pillow, only half awake. He 
sat up when he noticed I had food. I handed him one of the plates, 
and he sat it in his lap. I settled back into the spot I had been in 
before. We ate in silence as Hiccup woke, little by little. He had 
finished his before I had finished mine. I cut the last bite in half 
and brought one of the pieces up to his mouth with the fork. He took 
it and after I had eaten my piece as well, he took the plates. I 
followed him downstairs. 


He put the dishes in the sink, rinsing them off as usual, then put 
them into the dishwasher. I loved that I had now spent enough time 
with Hiccup to pick out those kinds of patterns in the way he did 



things. When he was done, I wrapped my arms around his waist. "I 
don't know why I'm thinking this, but you're kind of a touchy person 
aren't you?" He asked, sarcasm lacing his voice. I laid my head down 
on his shoulder, "Oh you haven't even _dreamed_ of _touchy_ yet 
Hiccup. Remind yourself sometime that one day I might not be able to 
hold myself back." Hiccup's cheeks went red. It was fun to make them 
do that. We walked back upstairs since we had nothing better to do, 
and laid back down on the bed. Hiccup took the spot beside me, but 
refused to touch me after that last comment. Without warning I pulled 
him on top of me. "Jack!" he protested. "Shhhh." I corrected. 

He let out a sigh. It was still only around ten, so we had the whole 
day to do whatever we wanted. He gave in, allowing himself to be held 
as he propped himself up against my chest. "So. Whaddya wanna do 
today?" he asked. I had thought of a few things already, so I had a 
plan. "Let's go into Gerk and watch a movie?" I asked. He smiled, 
"That sounds fun. I haven't been to see a movie since I was still in 
middle school." I cocked my eyebrow, "Middle school? Dang, Hie did 
you even have a life before I came here?" I asked, just trying to be 
funny, but a weird sort of sadness crossed over Hiccup's face. 

"Wella€l not really? I didn't do much aside from fly planes and do 
homework, anyway." He told me. I was slowly realizing the Hiccup was 
pretty lonely. His Dad always seemed to be gone and Astrid seemed to 
be his only friend, but they weren't even particularly close. No 
wonder he hated the cold. He had never had anyone there to warm him 
up . 

I pulled him down to me, pressing a small kiss on his lips. "Don't 
worry, then. I'll get you one." I said. The best part about him not 
having a life was there was no possible way having a boyfriend could 
ruin it. Of course, I knew better than to tell anyone. Especially the 
people in Berk. They were small-minded about normal things as it was, 
and I didn't think they'd exactly react well to a gay couple. I 
pulled my fingers through his hair, feeling its softness. One day, 
we'd have to face that. But that was another battle for another day. 
Today, we were going to the movies. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>Pon Ron, gay gay gay<em> 

_Just felt like writing a cuddly chapter before we get back to the 
plot ._ 

_Ugh. Plot._ 

_Can the plot just be cuddles from now on? Please?_ 

_But for serious. Writing nothing but cuddle stuffs has given me a 
bad case of writers block. Chapter ten is quickly becoming hell to 
write. But I will persevere !_ 

_[insert inspirational music here]_ 


1 1 . Chapter 1 0 
Chapter 10 

The rest of the week went by so quick I felt like it was nothing but 



a blink. We reported Snotlout, but he had gone into hiding somewhere 
and the police had yet to find him. Who knows? Maybe he was smarter 
than he looked. With booth Jack's testimony and mine, he could be 
charged with two accounts of assault and one account of attempted 
murder. It was weird to think about the word murder having anything 
to do with me. The word sounded bloody, like only a deranged person 
with an axe or something could deserve it. Snotlout had tried to 
choke me to death, yes, but for some reason murder didn't seem like 
quite the right word. Murderer didn't fit him. Bully sounded 
bettera€ 1 I guess that was just because I wasn't dead. Which was a 
good thing. Even if I didn't think he deserved the title, though, he 
would have to live with it for the rest of his life. 

We had come home from the station and life had gone on. Snotlout was 
out of my hair for the moment. I didn't feel compassion towards him, 
but I didn't feel hatred either. It was a strange sort of neutral 
that Jack couldn't understand. I barely understood it either. Maybe 
it was because I knew that Snotlout never would've killed me. There 
was a reason he had always attacked with a group of people instead of 
just himself. Even against the small me he was a coward at heart. 
There was a reason he had tried to choke me in a place he thought no 
one would look. There was a reason he hadn't used a knife or a gun. 

He was too afraid. You don't plan to murder someone with your bare 
hands. The truth was, he had wanted that small amount of control in 
case he backed out last minute. I understood this, and that's why I 
couldn't bring myself to call him a murderer. 

But that was not the case for Jack. He had gone on for hours after we 
got home about how Snotlout would be getting what he deserved. 
Eventually I got him to shut up and move on to another subject 
(Amazingly. That boy could talk when he was annoyed about something.) 
After that the week went on as per the usual. It was Eriday night, 
and we were at his house playing video games with Aster. He whopped 
us both. I had no idea how. Jack, once again, won not a single game. 
He seemed to be used to it with Aster, though, so he didn't throw too 
much of a fit. When the old Australian had gotten tired he went 
upstairs, yelling for us not to make too much noise while we were 
down there. 

It was still early for a weekend, only about 7:30. Bored with video 
games. Jack had something else in mind. "Hiiiic- I don't wanna lose 
agaaain-" It had become a habit of his to say something like that 
when what he really wanted to say was _Get over here and kiss me_. I 
sighed, laying down the controller and reaching over to comply with 
his request. He leaned in, and our lips had just barely 
toucheda€ 1 

BANG ! BANG ! BANG ! 

Jack groaned and I pushed off of him faster than I think I had ever 
moved in my life, pulling myself all the way over to the other end of 
the couch. Jack flipped his head over to glare at the door, to 
whoever had interrupted us. I heard him mumble a small curse 
underneath his breath and pull himself up off the couch. Not knowing 
who the person was, and being the awkward person I was, I slunk down 
behind the couch and avoided contact. I heard the door open, with 
Jack already speaking before he had pulled it all the 
way . 


"Hello-WOAH! Jamie?! wha- WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?!" 



"Haha! Miss me?" 


"Yesa€l no. No! What? Howa€ 1 how did you even get here?" 

"In a plane?" 

"That's not what I meant." 

"Then what _did_ you mean?" 

"Whata€ 1 What are you doing here?" 

"Visiting you." 

"Why?" 

"Because I simply can't get over it." 

"Get over what?" 

"We could've had a long distance relationship. You and I both know 
that. So why?" 

"Why what?" 

"Why did you break up with me?!" 

_Huh?_ 

"I already told you Jamiea€ 1 I can't do that." 

"Why?! I know you still love me! I can tell!" 

_Huh? !_ 

"Dammit Jamie! Can't you just move on?! I don't want to have to hurt 
you again . " 

"You hurt me when you said you loved me and then broke it off the 
very next day! Jack pleasea€ 1 I spent three years with 
you ! " 

_What ? !_ 

"Ia€l I know. I know that, Jamie. I do. Justa€ 1 please. Just 


"a€ 1 Fine . " 
"a€ 1 Fine?" 


"Fine . " 

"Just like that?" 

"No . " 

"Then what? " 



"Tell me you don't love me and then I'll give up." 

" Jamiea€ 1 " 

"You have to be able to tell me that! How the hell else am I ever 
supposed to give up on you? ! " 

"Ia€l I can't do that." 

a€ 1 

_a€ 1 what ?_ 

"Then come back to me." 

"Jamiea€l I havea€ 1 Uhh . Jamie there 'sa€l someonea€ 1 
new . " 

_"What?"_ 

"I'm alreadya€ 1 with someone else." 

"a€ INo. " 

"Jamie-" 

"NO! Who is he?! God-I bet you picked another straight guy again! You 
were always running around my back! I knew it!" 

"Huh?! _What the hell?!_ I never went behind your back! You were the 
one who was always eyeing girls when I wasn't looking!" 

"I bet whoever-he-is can't fuck you as good as I did." 

_WHAT?! This bastarda€l_ 

"I wouldn't know." 

"Oh! So you're playing like the good guy now, huh? Just how long have 
you been with him? All the other guys you ever dated you dicked on 
the first date!" 

"Shut up! He's different, ok?!" 

"Different my ass! All you ever wanted was someone to jack off 
with . " 

"That's not true! When did I _ever_ treat you like that?" 

"It is true! You just won't admit it to yourself. Come here. I'll 
show you what you want . " 

"Jamie sto- Mmph ! " 

_WHAT. THE. HELL._ 

I turned myself out from behind the couch. I didn't want to look. I 
knew what I'd find. I didn't want to believe it. But I had to see. 

And I did. Some boy with short brown hair in a blue and red striped 
sweater was standing therea€ 1 kissing Jack. Jack was trying to pull 



away, but the boy had a hold of his hoodie in the same place I 
usually did. I knew that Jack wouldn't be able to get away for as 
long as the boy held him there. I wanted to believe that was the 
reason why he didn't pull away. But then I noticed ita€ 1 

Jack didn't seem like he _wanted_ to get away. 

It felt like I was getting pummeled by the bat all over again, but it 
was as if it had hit me in the chest this time. Like everything broke 
at once. It was an eternity before Jack looked up, and noticing his 
distraction, the boy named Jamie looked my direction as well. He 
pulled away from Jack, instantly glaring at me. 

"Waita€ 1 don't tell me. _That_ is the _thing_ you're dating 
now? " 


"Hiccupa€ 1 " 

Jack tried to reach out to me with his voice, but it fell numb to my 
ears. All I could do was shake my head, trying to unsee it. I wobbled 
off the couch in some angry, sad, and confused daze. "So that _is_ 
him. What a shame. You really should just take me back instead." 

Jamie said, glaring daggers at me the whole time. I couldn't say a 
word. It was like walking in a dream, a nightmare. Somehow I got 
myself around the couch to my shoes, slipping them and my coat back 
on. Jack was shouting, but I couldn't hear it over the voice of my 
own shock. The top floor shook as Aster woke up, coming down to see 
what the racket was. I wasn't going to wait for him to get down 
there . 

Jamie was saying something. Aster was calling down something. Jack 
was yelling something. The cacophony had become one entity I couldn't 
decipher. I had reached the door. The noise was becoming a throbbing 
in my head and stinging behind my eyes. I threw the door open as 
something clamped around my wrist. "Hiccup wait!" Jack's cry pierced 
through the temporary cushion I had made, setting everything loose. 
The popping sound of my own sanity breaking was almost audible to me. 
The knot that had begun to settle itself in the pit of my stomach 
wrung its hard, heated fingers around inside me, wrenching out a fit 
of angry words I wanted to say. 

"Get off!" I yelled, ripping my hand from his grip. Jack's face 
dropped, and for the first time since we met, he looked scared. 
"Hiccup?" He asked in a small voice. He looked down at me with a mix 
of disbelief and guilt, his features twisting above the emotions. The 
knot pulled tighter, extending into my chest, stringing tension 
throughout my entire body. I had never been so angry before, not so 
much that it had made me sick to my stomach. For a moment I forgot 
that there were other people in the room. That there was more than my 
own pain. All of those moments I had spent with Jack, everything I 
thought had been perfecta€ 1 Jack hadn't really loved me through any 
of it. He had loved Jamie. He still loved Jamie. He had just said so 
not two minutes ago. The anger and sadness and pain all constricted 
around my heart one time. 

"_Get away from me._" 

I knew that was all I had to say. Those were the words that would 
hurt him the most, and I wanted to say them. Needed to. But instead 
of feeling some sort of relief in my chest, there was an added ache. 



a different kind. I hated that. My anger had died down after the 
words, leaving the hurt behind. When I had shut the door behind me, 
it was like I had ripped apart something beautiful. Something strong, 
but delicate. Like butterfly wings. My dad wasn't home, spending the 
weekend away again. I was glad. The cold had gotten worse that night. 
It wasn't snowing. It felt like it was too cold even for snow, and 
there was no wind. The coldness didn't numb, it ignited. It brought 
red to my nose and scalded my fingers. It was a different kind of 
pain, but it didn't distract from the hurt in my heart. 

When I had unlocked the door and thrown myself inside, I was done. I 
had just thrown away the most wonderful thing I had ever known in the 
blink of an eye without thinking. I had known not to do ita€ 1 I knew 
what would happena€ 1 I slid down the door frame, unable to make 
myself move. The stinging behind my eyes returned, but this time I 
didn't have to fight it. Tears rolled down my face, hot and wet, and 
I didn't stop them. I didn't even move to wipe them away. I couldn't. 
I was too broken. It hurt too much. It hurta€ 1 so mucha€ 1 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Get away from me. Get away from me. Get away from me . <p> 

The words were on repeat inside my head, and it didn't matter what 
Jamie was saying. It didn't matter that he and Aster were both 
touching me as I just stood staring at the door. Time had frozen 
over. Had it been an hour since he left? Twenty minutes? Two seconds? 
It didn't matter. All I knew was that it was gone. _He_ was gone. All 
of the heat that had occupied my body just a few moments before was 
gone. "Well, it's fine isn't it? I'm here now and he's out of the 
way, so just take me back! I'll make you forget he ever existed." I 
could hear the panic in Jamie's voice. He knew he had gone too far. 
Despite that, he was still trying to get me back. 

"Get out . " 

The words came out as a growl as my reason was slowly returning. 

Jamie stepped back, like the words had physically reached out and 
slapped him. "Wha€ 1 What?" I turned around to face him, my hands 
rolling up into fists. "Go. Now." Jamie took another step backwards. 
"Jacka€l I came all the way over here for youa€ 1 Why? What makes him 
so special ?... Why am I not good enough for you?!" He was on the verge 
of tears as his lower lip began to tremble. I wouldn't give him an 
answer. He didn't deserve it. Aster had walked up beside us. "Would 
somebody _please_ tell me what in the daylights is goin' on?!" I 
wasn't paying attention to him, though, focusing all my energy on 
Jamie . 

He squirmed underneath my gaze, slowly understanding how serious I 
was. When it finally registered in his mind that I was actually in 
love with the boy that had just run out my door, his face twisted 
angrily. "Fine- Just don't come running back to me when you realize 
you've lost something perfect." He spat out, walking towards the 
door. My glare followed him the entire way out, "Thanks to you, I 
just did . " 

When he had left, I explained the situation in angered mumbles to 
Aster, who just looked on in shock. I wanted to go after Hiccup. To 
apologize. To say something, anything, to get him back, but his last 
words were haunting me. _Get away from me_. They had cut deeper than 



a knife. Hiccup had looked like he was about to cry. In his mind, I'd 
just dealt him the biggest wrong. I didn't blame him for hating me 
now. I couldn't. I hated myself for ever hurting him. My face was 
probably the last thing he wanted to see right now. If I let him 
sleep on it, would it be ok to apologize when we had both calmed 
down? Or was it better to go now and prevent any chance of his heart 
hardening against me? 

"So why, exactly, are you still sitting there?" I looked up, broken 
out of my reverie by Aster's question. "I've learned the hard way 
before. If you go after the girl, she'll still be angry about what 
happened, but not as angry as she would be if you hadn't cared enough 
to go beg for her back." Aster cocked his head to the side in the way 
he always did when he knew he was right . And he was . I had never been 
so afraid of words before. If I went over to Hiccup's now there was a 
good chance of getting chewed out, or worse, dumped officially. 
Whatever he had to say, it wouldn't be good. 

I stood up from my seat on the couch and pulled on some shoes. Aster 
had turned the TV back on, sighing for his loss of sleep. I walked 
out into the bitter cold outside. The sun had already set, which made 
it worse. For the first time since I had come to Berk, I wished the 
cold away. It was too quiet with nothing to hear but my footsteps on 
the sidewalk. I found myself at Hiccup's door, arriving silently. I 
still wanted to turn arounda€ 1 There was always the chance that he 
would forgive me in the morninga€ 1 Despite Aster's advice, I had 
talked myself out of it. All I could do was stand in front of the 
door, so quietly that I could hear the wind moaning. 

But that was funny becausea€ 1 there was no winda€ 1 

I leaned down, realizing that the sound was coming from the base of 
the door. I put my ear up against the cold wood, listening in to 
whatever was on the other side. The noise of muffled sobs made their 
way through the door. "H- Hiccup?" My voice came out smaller than a 
whisper, he wouldn't have heard it. It didn't matter anymore if I had 
been afraid. I couldn't bear to hear Hiccup crying all alone over 
what had just happened. I picked myself up and gathered the courage 
to knock on the door. The small weeps behind it went 
silent . 

"Hiccup? " 

I knocked softly once again. "Hiccupa€l I know you're therea€ 1 
Please, just let me in. I promise I'll explain. Ia€l don't want you 
to hurta€ 1 Will you let me apologize?" 

It was still silent. "Hie?" 

There was a sliding noise as Hiccup rose from the floor, but the door 
didn't open. "Hiccup?" 

"a€l Leave me alonea€ 1 " 

"Hiccupa€l I'm so sorry. Please don't do thisa€l" 

"I don't want to talk to you right nowa€ 1 I justa€ 1 want to be 
alone . " 


I leaned myself into the door, wishing I could reach through it like 



a ghost to hug the boy on the other side. 

"a€l Don't hate me. Please. Open the door." 

There was another small sob as he attempted to hold his tears back, 
but couldn't. "Ia€l I don't hate you, Jacka€ 1 It's just tooa€ 1 
Please, just goa€ 1 " 

The sound of Hiccup's footsteps as he retreated from the door fell 
like weights on my shoulders. He said he didn't hate me, so why 
wouldn't he let me in? I let myself slink away from the door, 
drowning myself in confused thoughts all the way to my room. Hate I 
could take. Hate I might be able to fix. Hate was something I could 
work with. But silence? I had no idea what he was thinking. I could 
tell he wasn't angry anymore, just sad. All I wanted to do was 
apologize . 

I didn't turn on the lights once I was in my room. Pulling the 
curtains of my window open, I could see Hiccup's room beside mine. 

The lights were on, but there was no movement through the blinds. 

They had been open this morning, but Hiccup had shut them (recently) 
in a feeble attempt to keep me out. 

A feeble attempt. I knew what Hiccup had said earlier, but I didn't 
care. I had worked too hard to get him to give up now. I'd only had 
him for a week for crying out loud! I still had my shoes and hoodie 
on from earlier, so all I had to do was open my window. I pulled a 
jar from the top of my dresser which held beach sand and shells 
inside. It was huge, so it wouldn't matter if a few of them went 
missing . 

Like before, I threw the small shells at his window. Only gentler 
this time. I didn't really want to make the crack I had put there 
earlier any larger. About fifteen shells had been wasted when I 
finally got his attention. The curtains rustled and his hand 
appeared. It held a piece of paper with the words "Stop it!" written 
in bold black marker across it. Well, at least that was something. I 
knew better than to keep up with the shells, it wasn't going to get 
me anything more than his notepad. I needed to talk to him in person. 
Knocking on the front door hadn't worked, tapping on his window 
hadn't workeda€ 1 but there was still one more option. 

The shingles on the short roof that jutted out from the first floor 
were still covered in a layer of snow. In my frenzy, I hadn't even 
forgotten to take off my shoes. Maybe I was going temporarily insane, 
but this time it would come in handy. I pushed my window open and a 
blast of cold air once again hit me square in the face. I placed one 
foot outside, making sure it was anchored well, before pulling myself 
through. Hiccup's house didn't have a tiny first floor roof like 
mine, but it did have a decorative line of brick that stuck out just 
enough to where I would be able to cling to the window and not fall. 

I thought so, at least. I reared back and got ready to jump. 

With one swift motion I threw myself into the aira€ 1 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>I thought Jack had stopped with the whole 

throwing-stuf f-at-my-window thing, but apparently not. For a moment 
there had been silence when I held out the sign. I had retreated back 



to my bed, thinking he was done . <p> 


But no. Something large hit my window afterwards. What had he thrown? 
Whatever it was, it was heavy but not stiff, otherwise it would've 
broken the window. I sat there for a few seconds, becoming completely 
silent . 

There was the sound of a large gasp coming froma€ 1 outside? I walked 
over to the window and despite not knowing if Jack was there or not, 

I pulled the curtains back. The window was open and Jack wasn't there 
but the snow outside it had been disturbeda€l 

I opened my window slowly, the cold air from outside creeping in. It 
was dark, but I could still hear the noise down below. Wondering what 
the heck it was, I stuck my head through the half-opened window to 
see it . 

"Huha€ 1 Jack? ! " 
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><pXem>AHHHHH this one took forever I'm sorry and I had just gotten 
all of these newbies to the story gahhhhh I are such a bad 
author<em> 

_*slaps self*_ 

_Sorry. Won't happen again. _ 

_I AM SO GLAD TO BE DONE WITH THIS CHAPTER. _ 

_*Collapses on bed - thumbs up*_ 

_The next one will be better I love you all v much *group hugs all of 
you beauties*_ 


12 . Chapter 1 1 
Chapter 11 
_Ouch ._ 

That was a stupid idea. Sure, the ledge was big enough to support my 
foot, but I hadn't taken into consideration the fact that it was 
coved in ice and didn't have anything around to grab onto. Ealling 
from the second floor of a building was not fun. Just in case anyone 
ever wondered. 

But I would do it again and again. Because it got me what I wanted. I 
was at Hiccup's. In his room, on his bed, a place I never thought I 
would be aloneaC 1 but that seemed be the case. I lifted my head to 
look around. The room was still dark, and there was no light from the 
window (which had been hastily closed and allowed cold air to seep 
inside) . Shivering, I pulled the covers back and went downstairs. I 
found Hiccup at the dining table, staring out the window in a daze. 

He didn't even notice me come down the stairs. I had seen Hiccup's 
focused expression before, like when we played video games or when he 
was teaching me how to draw. But now it looked strangely detached, 
like he had been severed from the world under his feet. I didn't like 



it. He wasn't mad. He wasn't confused. He wasn't panicky. He was 
still . 


"Hiccup?" I asked. My head was already throbbing, and now the 
horrible rumbling in my stomach had started up again. He shook 
himself out of his fantasy, falling back to reality. He looked in my 
direction as if he had been expecting someone else. His expression 
surprised me. It wasn't accusing, but apologetic. "Jacka€l" He stood 
up slowly from his chair. He did that thing where he rubs that back 
of his neck. He did that when he got nervous. Why was he nervous? 
Should I be nervous? I rocked back and forth, for once in my life 
knowing when to shut up. Hiccup's breaths were shaky. "Are youa€ 1 Are 
you okay?" He asked, looking away. I let out the breath I had 
unconsciously been holding. It was okay. I just had to inhale and 
calm down. "Yeaha€l I'm good. Well, apart from this killer headache 
anyway hahaa€ 1 " 

Hiccup looked about as if doing so would produce a magic remedy to 
whatever ailed me. "Uha€ 1 I know we've got some Advil around here 
somewherea€ 1 I'm gonna go find it, ok?" Hiccup tried to push past me 
to the stairs. Unthinkingly, I caught him by the shoulder, "Hie!" He 
flipped his head around, a scared, sad expression framing his 
features. "Uh! Sorry!" I said, peeling my hand back. Hiccup shied 
away a few steps. He rubbed at his arm awkwardly, not knowing what to 
say. My hand hovered in the air. It didn't feel right to put it down, 
but I knew better than to try to touch him again. "Hiccupa€l 
Ia€ 1 " 

He began to look up slowly, avoiding my eyes, but making it all the 
way to my face, an unexpected action. His foot was digging into the 
ground the way it did when he was uncomfortable. It was hard to 
think, seeing him so torn apart. It ripped me to shreds right beside 
him. "I'ma€l sorrya€ 1 really sorrya€ 1 God, I justa€ 1 Ahhh ! Why is it 
so hard to talk right now?! Hiccup, I can't just let you walk awaya€ 1 
I can't. It hurts too much. I've only had you for so long and now 
I've gone and messed it up so horribly anda€ 1 " 

I had tried to covey a thought I had no words for. It was the most 
annoying feeling. I wanted him to understand, to see me, to recognize 
what I was trying to say. The best I could do was leave my pitiful 
excuse of an apology on the table and hope that Hiccup would try to 
understand it. I had averted my eyes from Hiccup halfway through the 
little "speech" and still refused to look up. I didn't want to. I 
didn't want to see the rejection and hurt on Hiccup's face. It would 
be there by then, he was bad at hiding his emotions for prolonged 
periods of time. I waited for retreating footsteps, maybe a sniffle 
or twoa€ 1 and didn't look up. I couldn't make myself. 

Then there was a warm touch on my face. 

My breath hitched. I looked to the side with my eyes. Out of my 
peripheral vision, there was a blurry Hiccup who, once completely 
certain, moved closer to the point where I had to look at him. I 
grabbed at the hand on my face like a rescue float. It didn't move 
underneath my grip. Hiccup had the strangest expression on. I had 
seen him make more faces tonight than any other day since I met him. 
It was a mix of reparation and gentleness and forgiveness and 
delicacy. I forgot about my headache as the pain in my stomach 
receded. Hiccup's eyes were misty as they made their way to mine. "Me 
too . " 



He pulled his hand from mine and wrapped himself around my waist, 
burying himself inside the blue of my hoodie. I could've stayed like 
that forever and never grown tired of it. Rational thought evaded me. 
It was bumbles and mumbles and fragmented poetries and lots of things 
words had no business touching. There was much repetition of the 
words okay, mine, and thank. Hiccup had come back to me. It was fine. 
It was okay. We were okay. It was going to be okay. It was only 
natural for my arms to slip around his shoulders where they would fit 
perfectly between his collar and the base of his neck. He was still 
here. I hadn't lost him. He was mine. He would still be mine. I held 
him tighter. Yes. Thank god. Thank whatever other powers that may be. 
Thank you for making it okay, for bringing him back. 

Without words, we understood what each other had meant. There would 
still be things to work out, but right now we were alright. "I'm 
glada€ 1 " He began, loosening his grip slightly to allow himself to 
speak. "Hmm?" I tilted my head back to get a better look at him, but 
his fluffy brown hair was in the way. He curled himself tighter into 
my chest, gripping at my hood, "You can't leave me alone 
either . " 

Unwrapping one arm from around his neck, I grazed my hand along his 
chin. I searched his eyes for his thoughts, and they appeared to be 
just as muddled as mine. I pressed my forehead to his. "Sorry." I 
don't know why I said it, but it just seemed right. He shook his 
head, but didn't say anything. Neither of us could tell how much time 
had passed as we stood there together. Ideas of time were like wisps 
of smoke being blown away yet staying as an ever-present entity. We 
stayed like that for a few moments before he abruptly pulled away. It 
was gentle, he still held my hood, but he looked down and away from 
me. "Jacka€l" His tone changed back into the sadness it had held 
before. Oh god, what had I done now? "About what you said earliera€l 
were you - are youa€ 1 still in love with Jamie?" 

I knew that would be a question I'd have to deal with, but I didn't 
know how to answer it. After tonight, there was no doubt in my mind 
that Hiccup was the only one I loved. But hiccup wasn't talking about 
right now, he was talking about when I had said it. The underlying 
question was, _Was I just a replacement? _With his head held down 
like that, I wasn't able to see his reaction and gauge just how much 
trouble I was in. "Jamiea€l was my best friend. We became more than 
that originally because he wanted to be. I'm not saying the 
relationship wasn't enjoyable, it wasa€ 1 but there's something 
entirely different about falling in love on your own. Before the 
other person notices. Which seems silly considering you made the 
first move, but I actually loved you quite a while before you kissed 


"Hiccupa€l I wanted _you._" 

Though it didn't answer his question, it had what he needed to hear. 
Hiccup didn't move, trapped and snared by his thoughts. So I moved 
for him, pulling my arms around his shoulders once more, "I _still_ 
want you." With heavy resignation, he fell into me. I had never 
really understood how much I loved Hiccup. Honestly, it was scary. 

All I had ever known before was infatuation, but Hiccup was 
different. He was so _real_. It wasn't something I was used to. 
"a€llt's okay." He said after his long moment of contemplation. I let 
out a sigh of relief. "It's justa€ 1 can you- no, would youa€ 1 please 



tell me why? Why you said it, I mean." I felt him stiffen beneath me 
as he prepped himself for my answer. 

""I said that becausea€ 1 well, I did care a lot about him anda€ 1 
Hiccup, I hurt him worse than I've ever hurt anyone else before when 
I left like I did, and it was stupid and I'm really just a huge 
asshole for doing that to him soa€ 1 I just couldn't Hie. I couldn't 
make myself hurt him again. He didn't deserve that twicea€ 1 and even 
in the end I hurt him worse than before." 
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><p>I understood that Jack had done the right thing. Kinda, anyway. 

It shouldn't 've been such a big deal. I got that, I did, but that 
doesn't meant it was any easier to accept . <em>Anger is irrational 
right now, he has a legitimate point and he's already apologized for 
it . <em> I tried to convince myself of the words. It was more 
difficult than I had expected. Jealousy wasn't something I'd had to 
deal with before because I was always used to being handed the short 
end of the stick. When it came to Jack, though, it burned through me 
like a flame. I felt like a little kid begging for attention. "I'm 
sorry." He said. He'd said that many times in the past few minutes. I 
leaned in to smell his faint scent of mint soap. 

"Hie?" Jack asked, still waiting for my reply. I didn't know what to 
say . 

"Let'sa€l let's go to bed, ok?" I slid my hand into his. My support. 
It was stronger than mine could ever dream of being, even in Jack's 
exhausted state. I pulled him forward in the direction of the stairs, 
waiting for his response. Jack looked close to tears, but they were a 
good kind of tears, he was happy. "Alright." He held my hand tighter, 
like he was afraid I would run off. I didn't blame him, and I didn't 
pull away, just because it felt nice to have him there. The stairway 
felt longer than normal. Everything felt surreal and untouchable as 
if we were walking through a Van Gogh painting. We walked the 
familiar path to my room slower than we usually would. Once we had 
finally reached our destination, I went to go sit down on the bed, 
but the hand attached to mine stopped me. "Hmm? What's wrong?" I 
asked, turning around to face him. Needless to say. Jack had never 
refused the bed before. He looked down at me for a long time before 
he wrapped his free arm around my waist, slowly. 

His abdomen flush against mine made me have to lean back to see his 
face. "Hiccup." He said my name smoothly as he leaned in. I knew 
where this was going. "a€lCome here. " I said, wrapping my free arm 
around his neck. I had to stand on my tip toes to do it, but that was 
okay. At this particular moment my height was the least of my 
worries. Our noses brushed before his lips found mine. It was brief, 
enough to make my eyes beg. Jack would've gotten a kick out of that 
had his eyes had been open. 

He left me with another small pecka€ 1 and then anothera€ 1 and 
another. I pulled him closer with the arm around his neck. I began 
kissing him with my own rhythm at a faster tempo, growing impatient. 
"When I said come here, I meant _come here_. " I told him. Jack 
reacted to my change of mood by binding me closer at the waist, 
reeling me in further. He let go of my hand and used its new found 
freedom to wind himself into the hair at the base of my neck. 

Pressing my head forward now that it was under his control, he kissed 



me over and over again. Small breathy whines echoed from each of us 
as I began to lose my footing. My knees felt weak, and I was suddenly 
glad to be held upright by Jack. Feeling me stumble, he turned us 
around to where my back was supported by the wall. 

"Mm!" He began to attack my lips faster than my mind could keep up. 

My vision was going blurry. One of Jack's hands now fell gracefully 
around my waist, while the other stayed put around my neck. Jack's 
lips danced around mine in a way they hadn't before, unplanned and 
hasty. I was a mess, and thoughts escaped me as to what I should do. 
All I knew was that I didn't want him to stop. But despite that wish, 
he pulled away, laying both of his arms on either side of my 
face . 

"_Come here._" He said. 

I let him lead me to the bed, where he sat down on the edge and I sat 
on top of him, our preferred position. He had begun kissing me slowly 
again, but this time it was fine with me. He paid attention to every 
little detail, not leaving one part of me without attention. His 
hands trailed down my back, grabbed down on waist, pulled forward 
around my chest, wrapped around each of my shoulders, then repeated 
the cycle so many times I couldn't count. Growing tired of that after 
a while, he changed positions, laying me down on the bed with my back 
propped up against the headboard. He gave me a small break by leaning 
down to kiss around my neck and collar bone. 

I leaned back and stroked his hair, trying to calm down. Now that was 
_extremely_ difficult. I knew that if I let him get back up to my 
lips I wouldn't be able to stop. It was this moment when I realized 
something I hadn't really registered yet. Like, I knew it was a thing 
buta€ 1 I guess my mind just hadn't solidly grasped the idea. 

We were both guys . 

Yeah, duh, I know, but it was strange to think about. It used to 
scare me before I forced that first kiss on him. Now, I had actually 
experienced it first hand, and it just felt natural. While Jack 
sucked lightly at the skin of my shoulder, I leaned down to place a 
kiss on top of his head. I hugged him tightly to me and waited for 
him to return the embrace. Eventually he calmed down and wrapped an 
arm around my middle and layed his head in my lap. He placed one of 
his hands back in mine as we recovered. 

"Haha€l Hie?" Jack asked, looking up at me from below. "Yeah?" I 
answered. "Love you." He said. His eyes crinkled up innocently at the 
sides as a small grin spread over his lips. It was beautiful. I slid 
my fingers across the side of his cheek. "Yeah. Love you too." Jack's 
smile grew and he cuddled into my middle, breathing me in, "_Love, 
love, love_ you. A lot." He emphasized. I laughed, intertwining my 
fingers with his hair. "Same." 

With those last few words, I ended the conversation by sliding myself 
downwards and lying fully on the bed. Jack moved up to reach around 
my torso again and pulled me up on top of him. He peppered a few 
light kisses along my freckles and then laid my head down on his 
chest. I could feel his soft breathing as the still of night creeped 
in through the window. I yawned, unable to hide the emotional 
exhaustion the day had brought. Tomorrow would be better, much 
better . 



And speaking of tomorrowa€ 1 there would be the airshow. "Goodnight." 

I mumbled into his chest as I reached over to set the alarm. Jack 
only scowled at the vile thing. "Why are you setting your alarm 
clock? I thought we agreed that weekends were for sleeping and 
cuddling." He ran a hand through my hair, giving me goosebumps. I 
sighed, "We did, but I guess you've already forgotten about tomorrow 
by now. You terrible boyfriend." I smirked, waiting for the small 
confused glance Jack sent my way. "Uma€ 1 is it an anniversary of some 
kinda€ 1 ? " 

"Pfffft ! " 

"What? ! " 

"You think I have a mind to keep track of anniversaries?" Jack pouted 
as I proved him wrong. "No, it it's not an anniversary, it's just the 
airshow remember?" 

A little _A-hah!_ light bulb went off in his eyes in remembrance. "I, 
uh, sorry. I forgot about that." I shook my head, "_Gah . How rude_. 
But you're still giving me a ride there tomorrow as an apologya€ 1 
riiiiight?" I poked at him to get my point across. Jack rolled his 
eyes, "Yes, your highness." He winked, and then turned us on the side 
in a more comfortable position. He pulled the comforter up to our 
necks as we settled in close together, our ankles entangling under 
the sheets. With the scent of mint to lull me, I drifted happily into 
a deep sleepaGl 

PEENT ! PEENT ! PEENT ! PEENT ! PEENT ! 


"a€ 1 ugh. " 

*tapa€ 1 tapa€ 1 tappa tappa!* 

PEENT ! PEENT ! PEENT ! PEENT ! PEENT ! PEENT ! PEENT ! PEENT ! PEENT ! 

PEENT ! 

"Ughhhhhhhha€ 1 Hiccuuuuuuuuupa€ 1 your alarm won't shut up." 

I took a deep breath through my nose, reeling myself back into the 
real world. I reached an arm over Jack to press the well-known off 
button. I let my arm fall, not having enough energy to pull it back. 

I just left it draped over Jack, who slowly came to life. His eyelids 
slid only halfway open, and he gave me a sleepy smile as he took the 
hand I had laid over him. He softly kissed it and turned to lay his 
forehead on mine. He placed another light kiss on the tip of my nose. 
"Hornin' love." My eyes opened wider as he slipped into his 
Australian accent . I had only heard it once before, last night when 
we were playing video games and he was yelling at Aster. I leaned my 
forehead into his. "Morning." 

He glided his hand up and down my back, easing me out of sleep. When 
I had gathered enough strength to do so, I lifted my head up and 
asked him, "Breakfast?" Another sleepy smile turned up the corner of 
his mouth, "Sounds good." I peeled myself away from him into the cold 
air of my room. I was at the door when I heard a small squawk from 
the spare bedrooma€ 1 


"OH NO! TOOTHLESS!" 



Instantly sobering, I dashed into the spare bedroom. When Toothless 
saw my face, he unleashed a flurry of squeaks and squeals that were 
probably curses in the language of lizards. "I know, I know, geez. 
Just how long has it been since I fed you?" His sides had lost the 
layer of fat they had built up, and he looked almost like a normal 
salamander again (except for his unusually long length) . I pulled him 
out of the tank and rushed downstairs. "Hie? Are you okay?" Jack 
called down from the bedroom. I called back up from the kitchen, 

"Yeah, I'm fine. I just forgot to feed Toothless." I flopped the 
small amphibian onto the table and went to the refrigerator to 
retrieve some fish for him. 

He ate like there would never be another fish given to him. "Sorry 
bud, won't happen again, I promise." I told him as I washed my hands 
and grabbed some ingredients for breakfast. I decided to make 
blueberry pancakes with honey butter. I mixed the familiar recipe in 
a bowl and whipped up the butter. I doled out the mixture into a pan 
and waited for the bubbles on top to stop forming. When I had flipped 
and finished the first one and begun to pour in the second one, a 
pair of warm arms wrapped around me. "Smells yummy." Jack said, 
nuzzling into my neck. 
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><p>I swore I was going to get fat if I kept on letting Hiccup feed 
me. The pancakes were so good that I had eaten about six of them. Not 
to mention the sweet butter he had spread on top. The light spread 
was even better than syrup. When we had finished eating. Hiccup 
rinsed off the dishes and saw me off at the door so we could both get 
ready for the day ahead. When I got back to my house. Aster was 
already up and on the sofa watching the morning news. "So I take that 
it went well?" He asked, his voice still raspy from sleep. I nodded, 
"Yuppa€l and thanks." I said before heading to my room. I picked out 
some simple clothes since we would be outside and took a 
shower . <p> 

Everything felt normal again, but better. I slipped my hoodie back on 
as well as some old converse I hadn't worn in forever. They 
remembered the shape of my feet as I walked over to pick up Hiccup. I 
twirled the car key around my finger as I knocked on the door. He 
opened it a few seconds later, a small smile on his face. "You 
ready?" I asked. He stepped out and locked the door behind him "Yep, 
let ' s go . 
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><pxem>0ne last fluffy chapter before the crap hits the fan for 
reals. FOR REALS . <em> 

_Unf ortunately I'm going to have to bring this story to an end pretty 
soon, so there's maybe only going to be two or three more chapters 
after this. *cries for days*_ 

_Thank you all so much for reading and putting up with the hideous 
shenanigans of my first post. Would you believe me if I said this was 
originally only supposed to be ONE CHAPTER? !_ 


What have I doooooone?! 



_It ' s okay though because I've had a glorious new idea for another 
fic and a couple mini-fics that should be out after this one ends, so 
there's that to look forward to :)_ 

_So yeah. Next chapter. Big stuff going down._ 


13. Chapter 12 
Chapter 12 

By the time we had reached the track, a group of people large enough 
to fill a large stadium had gathered. We entered through the back, 
where all the contestants went to their planes. I got in with him 
because he said I was part of his crew. He opened a folded piece of 
paper to reveal a number which led him over to where his plane was. 
There was a man working an inspection in the cockpit when we walked 
over. It was a small plane, but it had an elegant design and looked 
like it would be fast. "Cobber!" Hiccup called at the side of the 
plane. The man inside the cockpit looked out the narrow window to see 
Hiccup down below. He crawled out and grabbed Hiccup into a huge bear 
hug. I noticed that one of his hands was missing as he reached over 
to pat Hiccup on the back. "Well it cert'nly took ya long enough to 
get ere din't it?" 

"Yeah, sorry about that. The line to get in was longer than expected, 
plus the traffic in Merk was awful." Hiccup explained, replacing 
Cobber in the cockpit . "Looks like she'll do just fine. I don't think 
you'll have any unexpected problems up thereaC 1 not big ones anyway." 
Cobber said. Hiccup laughed softly and checked a few things for 
himself. "Okay. Have you checked the tail yet?" He asked. Cobber 
nodded, "Yah, It's fine. You just worry about getting your head 
right. Have you gone over the routine in your head yet? 

Hiccup jumped back out of the plane, content with what he found. 
"Yeah. I had it on replay the entire way over here." He said. Cobber 
only nodded. "Then that's good. You know what number you are?" Hiccup 
nodded once again, "27, right?" Cobber gave a grunt as way of 
agreement and then turned to fac me, "You ere with ' im? Cuz they're 
about to make crew clear the way so th ' planes can start linin' up, 
plus we need to grab a spot anywho . " 

We had exited the large hanger and made our way to a huge field that 
served as the viewing area. There was an elevated platform with a 
table and chairs and people who I assumed to be the judges. Everyone 
was very American-looking . By this I mean that there were tons of 
middle-aged men wearing shorts and bald eagle T-shirts and 
middle-aged women wearing the American flag as their earrings with 
beehive haircuts and bad dye- jobs. There was much yee-hawl-ing and 
Dolly Barton music. I stuck out like a sore thumb behind Cobber, who 
wore his old army hat and hook hand. 

We eventually found a small open space close to the hanger near the 
middle of the field. I was glad that Hiccup had reminded me to bring 
a folding chair. Laying it out, I sat down next to Cobber. "So! You 
e'er been ta one uh these befoor?" I shook my head, "Nopea€ 1 I'm not 
one for large crowds." I said, motioning to the sea of people around 
us. "Ah, well yah, that would be a pro'lem. E'er seem Heccup fly?" He 
asked. I shook my head again, "Nope, never. He's not exactly chatty 
about it." I told him. He gave a small grunt, "To tell yah th ' truth 



'm surprised he invited yah. He's ne'er done that befoor. Not even 
Astrid's seen 'im." 

That was unexpected, yet pleasant news, "Oh, really?... What about 
his dad, then?" I asked uncertainly. Gobber looked at me with a large 
sigh. "Recoup 's fathera€ 1 he don't exac'ly know about it. Recoup 's 
kept it a secret from ' im sence he started f lyin' years ago." I let 
my face fall. Why wouldn't Hiccup tell his dad about it? "That boy's 
a lon'ly sort, cha know? He's ne'er had many friends. I thought maybe 
f lyin' would 'elp 'im. Maybe give ' im something to do, to take 'is 
mind of fa thingsa€ 1 'specially after the accident with 'is mum an 
alla€ 1 " 

I got the idea that despite his rough exterior, Gobber was actually a 
kind person. Our conversation was interrupted before I could reply by 
a squeaky intercom. A voice announced that the airshow/compet it ion 
would now begin and asked us to please stand for the national anthem. 
After a few moments of screechy trumpets and off-beat percussionists 
from one of the local high schools, we were asked to sit and take 
time to remember those who have fought so bravely in the defense of 
our country. Then came the long list of sponsors that nobody really 
listened to. When I had tuned out of the announcements for close to 
fifteen minutes, they announced the first pilot. 

He was an older man with salt and pepper hair and a stomach that hung 
down past his pelvis. He flew a vintage blue plane with a simple 
routine. I sighed as I realized that I would have to go through 25 
more routines before it was Hiccup's turn. Each contestant's routine 
lasted about five to six minutes, so I figured I'd have time to go 
grab some fries or something. I left my chair and found my way to a 
long line of tents housing small cookeries. Not really impressed with 
the selection, I decided on one that looked somewhat clean with a 
bunch of biker-looking guys running it. "Hey there! What can I get 
for ya?" One of the guys asked, wiping his hands on a towel strung 
from his apron. "Uma€ 1 Can I get an order of curly fries aaaaaanda€ 1 
a coke?" I asked. The man nodded and yelled out the order to a guy 
named Frank in the back. A few seconds later I was greeted with a 
mountain-high stack of curly fries, a bottle of coke, and my 
change . 

I walked around and finished my fries while people hurried around me. 
I took a quick look at some of the newer high-tech planes they had on 
display. It made me wish I knew more about planes. Maybe after the 
contest Hiccup and I could walk around and tell me about some of 
thema€ 1 

I came back to my chair when number 25 was up in the air. "So, think 
there's much competition?" I asked Gobber, who now sucked a 
half-burned cigarette. "There's a couple I'm kindah worried aboot, 
but as long as the routine goes well I think he might ' ave a chance . " 
Gobber said, nodding to himself. "He's later on en the lineup, so 
there'll only be a few more after 'im. We're free to go see him on 
the track after he's done (since we're crew) while they're doin' the 
re-announcement. If yah want to anyway, I usually don't just cause 
I'm too lazy to stand up after this much sittin'." Gobber 
laughed/coughed when he was done. Number 26 was now up in the air. 

His routine was very precise and had clear moves, which seemed to 
impress the judges and other people around us. 


I imagined that would be what Hiccup's routine looked like. Their 



planes were similar in build, and probably flew alike. When 26 was 
done, he stopped his plane in front of everyone again and waved from 
the cockpit . A man came running up to the side of the plane and had a 
few words with the pilot while the announcer recounted some of the 
better points of the routine. The guy jogged off the track again and 
headed for the hanger, his folding chair in a bag strung across his 
shoulder. Next was Hiccup. When the runway was cleared, he made his 
way from the hanger. The announcer said his name as if he questioned 
its validity. "The next flight will be performed bya€ 1 Hiccup(?)a€l 
Haddock." Once he had pulled completely forward, he waved to the 
crowd. I overheard a few guys behind me as they chatted. "Oh, hey! 
It's that Hiccup kid again!" "Ah, yeaha€ 1 hey, didn't he fly in that 
charity show a few months back?" "Yeah, that was it. I don't know how 
that boy does ita€ 1 he's been f lyin' for a while now, right? God 
must ' a just given him a talent for the air." 

So Hiccup had been in shows before, then? That was news to me. He had 
acted like this would be his first. Suddenly Hiccup's plane shot up 
like a rocket off the edge of the runway. He arced around to the 
other side, gathering speed and altitude before the plane twisted 
into a high, graceful loop. I had been wrong. It wasn't at all like 
number 26 's routine. It was slow and graceful, like the plane was 
swimming in the air, catching currents under its wings. He flew in 
random patterns that left scribbles against the pale blue sky. The 
judges pointed excitedly to each other as the announcer announced the 
technical name for whatever move he was currently doing. I felt like 
the routine should've been to music, something pretty with a piano 
solo. Near the end of the routine. Hiccup began gaining speed once 
more. He climbed steeply into the air, higher than any of the other 
pilots had gone. There were confused and intrigued murmurs from the 
crowd and judges. I leaned forward in my chair, fascinated. 

Then the roar of his engine stopped. 

My heart sunk. There were small gasps from the women around me, who 
were suddenly tugging on their husband's arms. My heart thumped 
irregularly as I threw my chair backwards and flung myself out of it. 
I could feel the color leave my cheeks. Nobody else had really 
registered what was happening, and they all just stared at the sky 
dumbly. A scream got stuck in my throat as Hiccup's plane dove 
head-first toward the ground. I found myself running towards the 
track without thinking. "Boy?!" I heard Gobber's muffled voice behind 
me as he faded into the background. I had almost made it to the 
runway when something collided with my side, knocking me to the 
ground. I looked up, seeing that the thing that had hit me was some 
sort of officer. He was shouting at me, but I didn't register the 
words. I could still see the plane above as it swirled downa€ 1 
downa€ 1 downa€ 1 "Hiccup?" I whimpered softly. 

I was going to watch my boyfriend, my best friend, die. By now 
everyone had realized something wasn't right, clued in by my 
reaction. How had he been falling this long? It felt like eternity 
had passed me by, stuck in this one terrifyingly real moment. Then 
something happened. The nose of Hiccup's plane suddenly tipped up, 
and just as the plane would've been crashing into the ground, he 
glided onto the runway. The announcer and everyone in the crowd 
cheered for him while I was left on the ground, realizing that it had 
been a trick the entire time. I large shaky sigh escaped me as I 
attempted to right myself. The officer grudgingly let me go after I 
told him I was part of Hiccup's crew. 



Before long the plane came to a halt in front of me. I ran up the 
rest of the way to it. Hiccup waved to the crowd once more, sending 
out another wave of cheers. He unlatched a complicated window and 
leaned his head through to talk to me. "So, how was it?" He asked, a 
big grin plastered on his face. I simultaneously wanted to punch him 
and kiss him at the same time. "You asshole!" I yelled, "You scared 
me half to death!" At that. Hiccup chuckled and closed the window, 
turning the plane towards the hanger again. I ran over to grab my 
folding chair where Gobber was waiting with a disappointed look. 

"Next time you see a plane failin' do me a favor 'n don't go runnin' 

after it." He said, throwing his chair bag over his shoulder. "Tell 

Heccup to just leave the plane where it is. I'll pick it up tomorrow. 
If he asks for my opinion on the routine tell ' im I said good. Oh, 
and tell him to come see me an' Vivianna sometime too. She misses 
'im." I nodded my head, flipping the chair over my back and jogging 
over to the hanger. 

When I got to Hiccup's slot, he was already out of the plane, waiting 
for me. I threw the chair on the ground and sprinted towards him. 
"You. Are. Such. An. Ass." I clung to him, knocking him backwards a 

few steps. "Uh-huh." He said, a smile in his voice. "Never do that 

again. I'll kill you if you do." "Wouldn't that be 
counter-productive? " "_Shaddup._" Releasing my tight hold on his 
shoulders, I leaned in to plant a kiss firmly on his lips. I wanted 
something to tie him safely to the ground, to me. Hiccup kissed back 
gently, which was weird since he was usually too scared to do that 
kind of thing in public. He wrapped him arms around my neck and 
swayed forward, bringing us close. I wrapped my arms around his waist 
as there came a small gasp behind us. 

"HICCUP? ! " 

A terrified and angry voice ripped through the hanger, leaving a 
nasty echo. Hiccup immediately pulled back, his eyes laced with fear 
and recognition. I turned around, stunned and shocked. 

In front of me stood Stoick Haddock. 

A surprised and frightened Miss Toothania cringed at his side. There 
was a moment of deathly silence as Stoick 's anger grew more and more 
visible on his face. He moved like a thundercloud, slow, silent and 
powerful. When he had finally reached our side, he took a big breath 
in through his nose as if he was about to say something, but he kept 
his mouth shut in a tight line. Hiccup cowered below him, unable to 
look away, which was unlike him. I could see the raw panic painted 
over his face as his mind grasped at words that didn't seem to work. 
He opened and closed his mouth at least a dozen times, his breathing 
shallow . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I heard the impact before I felt it. A sharp stinging pain to 
right side of my face, knocking me to the ground. Tears wouldn't 
come, despite how much I felt them creeping into the back of my eyes. 
I didn't want to look up my father. I knew I'd find only his 
unbridled rage and disappointment. There was a small choking sound as 
Miss Toothania gasped in shock. Jack took a step towards us, but I 
held up a hand to stop him. I didn't want my dad to come unglued on 
him. " , as Hiccup's educator I can't allowa€l"<p> 



"Allow what?!" He roared at her. She cringed back a few steps, scared 
out of her mind. "You would deny my the right to discipline my son as 
I see fit?! I'm sorry. Miss Toothania, if I don't believe it's okay 
to have raised a perfectly good son to become a fucking _faggot!_" 
Jack rushed over to Miss Tooth's side, lightly wrapping himself 
around her shoulders in a small gesture of protection. I yearned for 
those arms to be around me instead. Dad turned back to face me. 

"I want you out of my house. Find your own ride back, get your 
things, and get out." He growled, projecting the words straight 
through me like an arrow. Still in shock, I could do nothing as his 
footsteps faded away. Jack rushed over as soon as he felt it was 
safe. My mind was still trying to process what had just happened. One 
moment I had been perfectly happy kissing Jack, and the next I found 
myself on the floor of the hanger without a home to go home to? I 
numbly sat up looking up at Jack with what I'm sure looked like the 
most confused and hurt face I had ever worn. Miss Tooth's short high 
heels clacked across the floor as she rushed over. 

She was bird-like in the way she hovered over me and Jack, who had 
recently fallen to his knees beside me. He wrapped his long arms 
around me, which I had wanted just a few seconds ago, but now it felt 
belated, like he was trying to fix a broken vase with staples. "Come 
here." He said, pulling me into his lap, refusing to let go. Miss 
Tooth looked on, unsure of what she should do. Jack pulled me into 
him as I tried to sink myself in my own thoughts, which rushed in all 
at once. With a stifled gasp, everything clicked into place. The 
tears ran down my face with no warning and no feeling. My cheek still 
stung, growing puffy. Jack breathed in shakily, as if my pain had 
somehow become his own. That, or he was feeling guilty. I didn't want 
that. Either of the options. I didn't want Jack to hurt. 

"It's okay." I said, wrapping my arms around Jack's middle, resting 
my hands on his shoulder blades. Miss Tooth was crying softly at our 
side. "HiccupaCl Hiccup I am so sorryaC 1 I knew you didn't want him 
to come but still Ia€l sorryaC 1 . so, so sorry..." She choked out. I 
shook my head from Jack's shoulder, "It's okay." Jack petted the back 
of my hair as my hands balled up into fists on his back. "It's 
okayaC 1 It's okay... It's... okay... It ' s . . . okayaC 1 " 

The sobs overtook me without my permission. Unwillingly, they tore 
through me, leaving me burned and shattered like a mini 
Kristallnacht . I just let Jack hold me, let Miss Tooth cry for me, 
let myself be buried. Before long, other people had begun entering 
the hanger. I didn't care. I was too weak to move out of the way, so 
Jack picked me up instead. He said a few words to Miss Tooth, gently 
refusing her offer for a night's stay at her house. 

Jack drove me "home". We had arrived at about one o'clock. My dad was 
sitting on the couch. He pretended I wasn't there as I quietly made 
my way back to my room, which wasn't my room anymore. I pulled an 
oversized duffel bag out from underneath my bed and began stuffing it 
with the mundane things I would need for everyday life. I snatched up 
all the money I could find. When there was still a little room in the 
top of my bag, I filled it with my sketchbook and pencils, my 
favorite book, and a framed picture of my mother that sat atop my 
desk. I walked into the spare bedroom and grabbed Toothless, then 
walked downstairs for some of his fish. I looked over to see if there 
would be any parting words at all from my father. There weren't. I 



walked through the door to my home that wasn't my home anymore and 
shut the door behind me. 


■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pxem>*cries profusely*<em> 

_*blows nose*_ 

_*snif f les*_ 

_Dang I'm glad this chapter is over. My tummy hurts. 
_Only one more update leeeef f f f f ftttttt . . ._ 

_*cries again*_ 


14 . Chapter 13 
Chapter 13 

Eight months had passed since the airshow (which Hiccup ended up 
winning, even though it hadn't made him feel any better) and life had 
gone on. Hiccup stayed depressed for about a month after his father 
disowned him. He stayed at my house, went to school like usual. No 
one could tell he'd been kicked out. Miss Tooth hadn't told anyone 
either because of what Hiccup had said to her on the first day he 
went back to school, "Please, I'm begging you not to. I'm fine. But 
if somebody finds out I've been kicked out, they'll start guessing 
why, and eventually they'll guess right. The people in this town 
aren't that accepting. I don't want my senior year strewn with any 
more beatings." With that in mind, she hadn't told the principal or 
anyone else. 

After the month was over. Hiccup had started to get his smile back 
again, much to my relief. He was healing, slowly but surely. He never 
blamed me, even though I blamed myself. Winter lasted a long time, so 
long even _I_ started to get sick of snow. "Told you so." Hiccup said 
when I voiced this particular thought on the walk to school one day. 
After two months, he was back to his usual self. He'd get sad every 
once in a while when he realized he had forgotten something back at 
his old house, but other than that, he didn't talk that much about 
it . 

We went on dates, had weird conversations, and got even closer than 
before. The months went by so quick. I had become used to his air 
mattress on the floor beside my bed. Sometimes when he would have a 
nightmare, I'd sneak in beside him, and hold him gently until it went 
away. Before we knew it, prom had rolled around. I convinced him to 
go, which took quite a bit of doing, but in the end he obliged and 
went. We rented matching tuxes, and I bought him a flower to put 
under his coat as way of a corsage. He rolled his eyes at the gift, 
but his blush told me that he liked it. 

We drove a porche panamera up to the venue, where we were greeted by 
parents and underclassmen that had come to watch other people arrive. 
I had no idea how Aster had gotten his hands on such a nice ride. 
Whenever I asked, he said he had an old friend that owed him a favor. 
Once inside, we grabbed a table with Astrid and her date, who she 



seemed completely uninterested in. She wore a green floor length gown 
with rust-colored accents. It looked nice on her. The music blared 
too loud from the DJ's speakers, so I led Hiccup out of the main room 
and out onto the large balcony bordering the building. There was a 
gentle breeze, but spring had finally rolled around, so it contained 
some warmth. Hiccup leaned over the banister with his punch in 
hand . 

He'd had one final growth spurt over the past few months. It caused 
him to shoot up about three more inches, making him seem slimmer and 
lankier than before. He had cut his hair, and though it was still 
long for a guy, it had left me with quite a shock when I came home 
that day. I hadn't changed much, though, save for my devilishly good 
looks (which had only gotten better) . Nobody else had come out on 
this side of the balcony since it was facing the wind and the girls 
didn't want their hair or dresses messing up. I leaned over next to 
Hiccup. Making sure nobody was looking, either from the sides or from 
below us. I left a small peck on his cheek. He blushed, quickly 
looking around to see of anyone had seen. 

"Don't worry, I checked." I said before taking a sip of my own punch. 
It was gaudily strawberry f levered, but it wasn't that bad. Hiccup 
sighed, "You really love to give me heart attacks like that, don't 
you?" His cheeks blushed a slight pink. I smiled, content. "Yes I 
do." The music inside turned to a slow dance. "You know, if you 
weren't so dead-set on this whole no-af f ect ion-in-public thing I'd 
have you out on that dance floor right about now." I told him, 
feigning sadness. He chuckled, seeing right through me. Then he stood 
up, and held out his hand for mine. "Okay." He said, "Time for your 
present . " 

I cocked an eyebrow at him, wondering if he actually meant what he 
had said. "Hiccup? Have you suddenly gone mad? Did someone slip 
something in your drink?" I asked, disbelief coating my voice. Hiccup 
just rolled his eyes. "Oh, _come on_. " He said, pulling me through 
the door and back into the main room. Surprisingly, he didn't stop 
when we hit the dance floor and just led me right on through. "Oha€ 1 " 
I said, a little disappointed. Hiccup turned around, a small, 
mischievous grin on his face. "Hush." When he was sure no one was 
looking, he walked over to one of the small doors lining the hallway. 
He produced a small key from the pocket inside his coat, where the 
flower still hid. He unlocked the door and pulled me inside onto a 
narrow staircase. "How did you-" "Shh!" He commanded, taking my hand 
in the dark after the door was shut. The stairs creaked under our 
feet as we climbed to the next floor. He stopped just shy of the top. 
"Close your eyes." He said, gripping my hand tighter. A small smile 
crept up my face as I covered my eyes with my free hand. 

I stumbled a few times, but didn't fall. Soon I felt a polished wood 
floor beneath me. It was uneven, but the boards were smooth. After a 
few more steps. Hiccup signaled for me to stop and pulled his hand 
away. "Okay. You can open your eyes now." He said, a grin obvious in 
his tone. I did as I was told, slipping my hand from my eyes to 
reveal a beautiful old ballroom. Above me, the ceiling was made of a 
large glass dome. It was just as wide as the floor below it, and with 
the music blaring from down below, you could hear it through the 
floor. It echoed off the glass in a shimmering way. I knew what my 
gift was. I turned to Hiccup, who was biting his lip in 
anticipation . 



"You like it?" He asked, sauntering back over to my side. I smiled 
lightly and took his face in my hands. Fortunately, I was still 
taller than him. I kissed his lips gently as thanks, then took him by 
the waist. The song wasn't even halfway over yet, so I led him into 
the dance. He didn't seem bothered by the fact that the position he 
was in was usually that of a girl's. His hands were draped lightly 
over my neck and shoulders. We swayed to the beat, sometimes tripping 
over a stray board, but just laughing when it happened. As we danced 
we chatted over small things like how bad so-and-so looked in a suit 
and how the punch wasn't completely awful and how he got that key. "I 
worked here last summer and never returned it." He said simply, 
shrugging lightly. 

I laughed, "Well, if there was going to be one thing your 
forgetfulness was good fora€ 1 " I said. "I'm glad you like it." He 
said, smiling into my chest. As the song was nearing a close, I 
brought his lips up to mine for another small peck. "Thank you." I 
said, and the music below us morphed into a fast electric song that 
shook the foundation. "Let's get outta here." I said. Hiccup had no 
objections, happy to leave the large group of people behind. We said 
goodbye to Astrid, who almost ripped our throats out for leaving so 
early. I patted her on the head and she seemed to calm down, 
though . 

We left the venue and found the car. It was fast and sleek as we 
drove across the backstreets of town, taking the long way home. No 
surprise. Hiccup's dad wasn't home when we got there. He hadn't been 
home for days, returning even less than when Hiccup had been there. 
Neither was Aster, which was strange. When we opened the door to my 
dark house, we were greeted by a note stuck to the TV with scotch 
tape . 

"Left for work, something happened with the equipment. Probably won't 
be home for a while. NO FUNNY BUSINESS . -Aster " 

I removed the note from the screen and threw it in the trash. "Guess 
we're alone for the rest of the night then." I said, crossing over to 
kiss Hiccup, who was undoing his blue satin bow-tie on the arm of the 
couch. "Oh really now?" He asked, throwing the tie to the side and 
kissing me back. "Mmhmm-" I leaned back after the kiss, taking a good 
look at Hiccup. "You do realize just how good you look in a tux, 
right?" I asked, tangling my fingers in his hair. "Nope. But if it's 
anywhere close to as good as you look, you're lying." He said, 
chuckling softly. "I don't lie." I said. "Yeah, _whatever._" He 
groaned, pulling me down for another quick peck. 

I don't know how to explain it... but that just wasn't enough. 

I leaned in for another, and another, each kiss more forceful than 
the last. Eventually he lifted off the couch and pulled himself 
closer. I laced my arms around his narrow waist as I began wrapping 
my tongue around his. He still had to stand a little on his tiptoes 
out of habit, which was adorable. He was smiling through the kiss, so 
I couldn't help but smile back. Eventually we both just had to laugh 
at ourselves as we wound our fingers together at our sides. "God, _I 
love you_. " I said, kissing his hand in mine. Hiccup blushed a deep 
red, remnants of the smile still clinging to the corners of his 
mouth. He nuzzled himself into my chest, his favorite spot. He 
laughed softly, "This isn't as soft as your hoodie." I snickered at 
his odd thought, "Let's get out of these lousy things, then." Still 



holding one of his hands in mine, I led him upstairs. 


My room was warm, the smell of fresh dark blue paint pleasant to the 
nose. I kicked his air mattress to the side, freeing up a small three 
foot space between our beds. I didn't let go of his hand. "Jack?" He 
asked, after trying to pull his hand free. "I can't unbutton my suit 
with one hand, you know." A smirk tilted up the corner of his mouth. 
"That won't do." I said, not letting go of his hand. He raised an 
eyebrow, unsure of what I meant. So I clarified. I crashed my lips 
into his, making his eyes go wide in surprise, and then half-closed 
in pleasure. I kissed him furiously, the way I knew made his mind go 
numb and his knees go weak. It wasn't long before they shuddered 
beneath him. I didn't let up. Still clinging to his hand, I leaned 
him against the wall. His breathing was uneven, unsure of when I 
would and wouldn't let him breathe. I bit down lightly on his lower 
lip, sending his knees into shock. I held him up by placing one of my 
thighs in between his. "Mmm-Jack?" He asked, taken aback by the 
move . 

I didn't provide an answer. Sucking light kisses down his neck, I let 
go of his hand, beginning to work on the buttons of his vest and 
dress shirt. Short, sharp gasps escaped his lips each time I moved to 
kiss a new spot along his neckline or popped another button undone. 
Soon I was down to his undershirt, all the buttons gone. I slipped 
his coat, vest, and dress shirt off in one move. Too many layers. 

They slid down his arms to the floor in an unceremonious pile. All 
that was left on him was a plain white crew tee and his slacks. I 
gave him a small break, pulling off my own coat and vest then 
practically ripping off my dress shirt. Hiccup was too far gone to 
question my actions anymore, still breathing heavily against the 
wall . 

I laid my hands on his waist and began working his mouth again. He 
pulled at my shirt for support, folding his fingers into my hair. I 
let my hand cross to lay right above his navel, moving slowly. "Haa!" 
A small breath escaped him as I nibbled at his earlobe. The small 
noise went straight to my pants. I pulled up his tucked-in shirt, 
lifting the hem up above his head. Our breaths mingled for a moment 
before I moved my hands across his chest. Shuddering lightly, he gave 
into my advances needily. I kissed down his chest to places 
unexplored. Hiccup's hands in my hair gripped firmly, tightening each 
time I got remotely close to the hem of his slacks. I dropped to my 
knees, each kiss I planted growing closer to where he wanted 
me . 

Finally I let my hands drop down to the button of the slacks. "J- 
Jack!?" Hiccup shouted softly, trying to keep himself propped up on 
the wall. "Shhhh." I commanded, unzipping the slacks. His voice shook 
as I pulled them down to his ankles. Through his underwear I could 
see his growing erection. I rubbed at it lightly, the soft cotton 
pulling at my touch. "Jack!" Hiccup yelped faintly, trying to hold 
his voice back with his hand. I trailed my hand up teasingly to pull 
down his boxers. "Mmmhmm?" I growled, allowing him to speak. "Wha- 
what are you- ahh?" I looked up to meet his scared yet loving eyes. 
"I'm giving you your present." I said, touching him softly again. 
Another light gasp escaped him and I assumed coherent words wouldn't 
be a thing from there on out. 

I bent forward, taking his base in my hand, and planted a small kiss 
on his tip. Hiccup almost lost his footing, but managed to keep 



upright somehow. Taking that as a good sign, I started licking up and 
down his shaft. Above me Hiccup's breath was erratic, he was till 
holding a hand to his mouth, trying to calm down. I wasn't going to 
let that happen. I took him wholly into my mouth, causing a stifled 
shriek from Hiccup. I moved intentionally slow, drawing him out. When 
I would get close to the end I'd suck harder, careful to keep my 
teeth away. Hiccup was a mess, hardly standing anymore. "Ah- ahh ! 
Jack... Jack I- I'm!..." I took that as my cue. I clamped down on his 
base, causing a small whimper from him as I pulled away. He looked at 
me in desperation, making me feel cruel. I stood up and kissed him 
again, my hands working their way around his chest. When I paused to 
tweak a nipple Hiccup was done for. His legs gave out, leaving him 
leaned up against me. "Jack... please..." He begged, teary-eyed. I 
kissed him one more time. 

"_Come here._" I whispered. Hiccup's arms grabbed me for support as I 
laid him down on the bed. 

I pulled off my own slacks, throwing them and my boxers across the 
room along with my undershirt. Hiccup looked hot and bothered, still 
struggling for breath. I leaned over to kiss him and play with his 
chest some more, his member grazing across my stomach while I did. 
"Unnn!" He cried, unable to keep his hips from bucking. Damn if that 
wasn't the greatest expression on his face... I couldn't hold myself 
back anymore. Sliding my hand down past his member, I stroked lightly 
at his entrance. I pushed his thighs apart, leaving him open. An even 
deeper blush than the one he'd had on before painted over his cheeks 
and ears. He was confused by the movement as I began to probe 
inward . 

"H- huh?" He gasped as I inserted one finger. "It's okay." I assured 
him, leaning up to kiss him again. I moved my finger in a small 
circle, getting him ready for the next one. As I pressed the second 
one in, his face looked uncomfortable, but not pained. I used a 
scissoring motion to finish stretching him out. Soon I inserted a 
third finger when a small "ow..." came from Hiccup. I grabbed at his 
member, giving him a slow hand job to ease the pain. I kissed at the 
inside of his knee as I began finger-fucking him gently. Hiccup 
grabbed onto the covers and covered his mouth, still not wanting to 
let his voice out. His eyes squeezed shut against all the different 
sensations and he breathed shakily, trying to time his breaths with 
my movements. After he had gotten used to it I moved harder, 
searching for his sweet spot. He let out small sighs of pleasure 
mixed with pain as I dug deeper inside of him. "Nnn... 

NNgaah-AAH ! " 

Found it. I bit softly at his knee before pulling my fingers out. 
"Mmm?" He asked, disappointment clouding his features once more. I 
kissed at his eyes and neck again before positioning myself in front 
of his entrance. "This is going to feel a little weird, okay?" I 
warned before pressing into him. "Ow! ouch..." He whimpered, helpless 
against the blankets. "Shhh... I know... I'm gonna go slow for you 
though. It's okay." I reassured him, not moving until I felt him get 
used to me little by little before I was all the way in. He was 
panting hard then, my own breaths coming quicker as well. I nibbled 
at his knee again, "I'm gonna move now alright?" I pulled out slowly, 
only halfway before pushing back in again. Hiccup's breath hitched as 
the pattern repeated for a little bit. God it took everything I had 
to keep going so painfully slow. My own member had already grown 
painfully hard, itching for release, but I wouldn't hurt Hiccup, 



especially when it was only his first time. After repeating the same 
motion for a while. Hiccup slowly atarted to sink into it, small 
moans pouring fom his lips. When he felt ready, I took him by 
surprise. Remembering where he had called out last time, I pushed 
myself hard into it. "Aaah! Mmmph ! " He tried to cover his moans up 
with his hand again, but I wasn't having that. 

I pulled his hand away from his mouth and trapped it under mine 
beside his face. "Let me hear you." I told him, pulling out and 
thrusting back in again. Hiccup's back arched as I hit the same place 
again "Ah! Hah! Jack... hnnn" His voice was so deliciously sweet. I 
reached down to fondle him again, adding to his stimulation. I kept 
each pump in time with my thrusts. My pace was still pretty slow, not 
wanting to hurt him. He brought his arms up around my neck, the 
blankets not being enough for him anymore. I could hear his breathy 
moans in my ear as I kissed across the freckles on his shoulder. He 
trembled lightly, the pads of his fingers digging into my side. I 
thrust into him once more before it became too much for him. "Oh 
god... Jack... harder!" 

I was happy to oblige, grabbing onto his back for leverage. I pushed 
in quickly. Hiccup gasping loudly in my ear. Hitting the place he 
wanted me to each time. Hiccup looked like he was getting closer and 
closer to the edge. I was following quickly behind, my breathing 
ragged and fingers digging into his back. My thrusts quickened, 
pushing him into ' s breath grew louder between each moan of ecstacy 
and roll of his hips into mine . "Jack .. . I'm... Hah! Aaah! Ah!... 

Mmmm. . . Jack... Jackson!" He screamed and came hard on both his 
stomach and mine. "Hnnn... Hie!" I growled before pulling out and 
adding my essence to his his. 

He was still panting beneath me when I came, a dopey smile creeping 
to his lips. I retuned the smile and waited for him to catch his 
breath so he could say the words his eyes begged to release. "I... 
love you..." He said between gasps. I smiled, reaching to pet his 
hair . "Same . " 

After cleaning ourselves off and slipping into some pajama pants (in 
case Aster got back early), we fell back down onto the bed together. 

I curled him into me, taking in his scent. It was an Earthy smell 
mixed with a mint I recognized as my own. We kissed a few times, had 
a little pillow talk, and fell asleep. 
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><p>I woke to the sound of someone downstairs. Jack still had his 
arms around me like they were last night. Just thinking about it made 
me blush. His soft snores ruffled my hair as he exhaled. I tried to 
wriggle out from under him slowlya€l and unsuccessfully . Feeling me 
stir, he groggily opened his eyes. His mouth tipped up into a crooked 
smile. "Morning." I greeted. He leaned in to press a small kiss to my 
forehead and fiddled with a lock of my hair. "Mornin' love." Our 
ankles were intertwined, and I nuzzled his shin with my calf. He took 
a deep breath through his nose and grabbed me closer. "I gotta get 
up. Aster's trying to make breakfast again." I told him, leaning out 
of the embrace. Jack pouted, "Nooooooa€ 1 " He pulled me up onto his 
chest and I would've laughed, had it not been for a sudden pain in a 
certain placea€ 1 "Ouch!" I wailed. Jack instantly let go, "Sorry! 
Sorry! I, urn, forgot about thata€l"<p> 



I situated myself to where the pain was mostly gone and tried to sit 
up. "Ugggh." It was a swollen ache and a cramp in my lower back. I 
gathered up enough strength to swing my legs over the side of the 
bed, wincing as I did so. Jack looked concerned as he hovered around 
me. "Are you sure you're okay? I can helpa€ 1 " I waved away his reuest 
with my hand. "It's okay. I'm alright." I pecked him on the cheek and 
used the bedpost to help me stand. I gritted my teeth, not wanting 
Jack to see my reaction. He held onto my hips gently, making sure I 
didn't fall. 

After about three laps around the room, we decided that I looked 
normal enough to go downstairs. We found Aster stirring a strange 
burning concoction on the stove. After a closer analysis, I realized 
it was supposed to be oatmeal. It was overly dry, to the point where 
some of the grains hadn't yet been wetted. "Uma€ 1 Aster? Just how 
much milk did you put in?" I asked. He just shook his head, "A 
half-cup. Just like the side said." I laughed silently to myself, 

"And you used the _entire_ package?" 

He nodded his head vigorously, "Well yeah! But I can't figure out why 
the bloody stuff won't make." I chuckled and walked over to the 
fridge. "That's because the half-cup was meant for one serving, not 
the whole package." I told him. I pulled some milk out of the fridge 
and walked back over to where Aster stood dumbfounded. I eyeballed an 
amount of milk that looked correct into the pan, turning down the 
heat to a rolling boil. "Do we have any apples left?" I asked him, 
pulling out a cutting board from the drawer. Aster retrieved the 
fruit from the fridge, which I proceeded to wash, dice into small 
squares, and toss into the pan. It didn't take long for most of the 
milk to steam off. When it had cooled down from its boil, I placed 
the mixture into two bowls, one for Aster and the other for Jack. I 
sat the bowls on the tabletop in front of them and took my own 
seat . 

For the first few months I had moved in, they refused to let me skip 
breakfast, seeing through my attempt to be as little of a burden as 
possible. I had gotten a job around the end of the first semester, 
which I used to help pay for myself. Again Aster refused, but after 
much insisting, he gave up on trying to make me eat breakfast and 
allowed me to help with some of the expenses. It felt easier to 
breathe after that happened. Before long, I didn't even look at the 
house that used to be mine. It still hurt, of course, but it didn't 
consume my every waking thought. I had Jack for that. 

A few more weeks passed by, graduation coming and going so quick I 
barely noticed it. My birthday wasn't long after summer vacation 
rolled around. Jack and Aster attempted to bake me a cake, which came 
out lopsided and a little burnt, but made me happy all the same. I 
made a wish and blew out the candles. The cake tasted surprisingly 
okay, the icing covering up whatever burned spots there were. I 
thanked them both for the cake and happy birthday wishes, but they 
shooshed me before I could get halfway through my expression of 
gratitude. I was confused, but a few seconds later they showed up 
with small wrapped gifts in their hands. Aster gave me his first. I 
opened the brown paper packaging, thinking it seemed like him, before 
revealing an ornately painted rain stick. 

I barely got my thanks out when Jack shoved his present in my hands. 
"C'mooon Hie! Open mine!" He urged, growing impatient. I rolled my 
eyes at him, "Alright, alright!" The package was small and wrapped in 



Christmas wrapping paper with white snowflakes. It felt light, so I 
opened it carefully. After the wrapping paper was gone there was a 
small box left in my hands. I opened the lid to see a pressed leather 
wallet. Its surface was smooth and soft with a nice design of tree 
branches and leaves burned into it. I smiled and thanked him for it, 
hugging him across the shoulder. I would've given him a kiss if Aster 
wasn't sitting there with us. 

After a while, though. Aster excused himself for bed. We didn't 
object, so he went upstairs to sleep off his cake. Jack leaned over 
expectantly, and I gave him a small peck on the cheek. "Thanks, Jack. 
It's great." I told him, holding the wallet between my forefinger and 
thumb. He smiled, "Glad you like ita€ 1 but that's not your present." 
He said, his usual mischievous smile creeping up to his lips. I 
immediately thought back to the night of promaC 1 and blushed deep 
red. "JackaCl Aster's home and you _know_ I'm not that quiet..." I 
told him, not really wanting to reject. At all. But I was kinda 
forced toa€ 1 

Jack snickered, "Oh-ho! Where did your mind go. Hie? You little 
perv." He said, patting my head. My forehead knotted in confusion. 
"Then what is it?" I asked, still embarrassed. With a grin, he sprung 
off the couch and went upstairs. Without a cue to follow him, I 
stayed put on the couch. I heard some rustling upstairs, and then 
Jack came back down with something hidden behind his back. "Close 
your eyes." He said, once again bringing me back to prom night. I did 
as I was told. His hand found mine, bringing it up in front of me. 
There was a small click and then an uneven velvet weight in my 
hand . 

"Okay. You can open them now." His voice had that excited lilt to it 
that let me know that whatever-it-was was better than the wallet. I 
opened my eyes to see Jack kneeling in front of me, holding up the 
small jewelry box in my hand. Stuck in the cushion of the box was a 
gold ring, its body thin and elegant, yet flat and low-profile. "Jack 
looked at me expectantly, biting his lip as I looked from the ring to 
him and back again, a large smile filling out my features. Jack 
reached for it before I could, releasing the ring from its fluffy 
cage . 

"Oh gosh Jacka€ 1 wow! That's justa€ 1 it's just so beaut ifula€ 1 " I 
told him, unable to find the right words for what I wanted to say. 
Jack's mouth twisted up into another smile, "Glad you like ita€ 1 but 
it's still not your present-" Jack sang the words at the end, and I 
wondered what the heck else he could possibly pull out that was 
better that what I had already gotten. Jack took my hand again, 
slowly, waiting for me to figure it out. I couldn't, but he almost 
seemed to enjoy it more that way. Before I had gone through all of 
the options in my head. Jack slipped the ring on to my finger. 

_My left hand ring finger. _ 

I knew what my present was. I felt close to tears as Jack didn't let 
go of my hand, slipping his own into the pocket of his hoodie. When 
he pulled it out, I could see a matching ring on his matching finger. 
He placed both of his hands around mine, his grin never 
fading . 

"Hiccup Haddock. I have known you for eleven months now. I fell in 
love with you on the second day I knew of your existence, and I've 



loved you more and more and more ever since thena€ 1 So, instead of 
going and getting a job somewhere in Merk or wherever, I want you 
with me. I want you to come with me to college, and then I want you 
to stay with me after that. I want you to stay with me as we roll 
through our roaring twenties in some city far away. I want you to 
stay with me until Astrid has little kids of her own that call us 
uncle Hie and Jack. I want you to stay with me until we hit our 
grumpy mid-life crises and decide to move to Oregon for no particular 
reason. I want you to stay with me until we've both got wrinkles and 
bad knees. And by then. I'll still love you, probably even more than 
I do now." He took a deep breath after his long speech and squeezed 
my hand. 

"So with all of that said, I was wonderinga€ 1 if you would maybe like 
to marry me?" 

His face was a deep red, as I'm sure mine was. Words got stuck in my 
throat, but I had to get them out somehow. I nodded my head 
violently, a tear finally escaping and rolling down the steep hill of 
my cheek from the huge grin I had on. I unwrapped my hands from his 
and threw myself into him, re-wrapping my arms around his neck and 
hugging him tightly. Jack lifted me up from the ground with him, 
holding me just as tight. When I had regained my voice, I tilted back 
to see his face. He was smiling as much as I was. "Yeaha€l I think 
I'd like that a lot." 

He laughed a little before he brought his lips down to mine. 

"Come here." 
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><p>A month and a half later, I was set up for a college in New York, 
far away from Berk. I had gotten in on a football scholarship, and we 
were about to move into a small apartment placed not far from the 
campus. Before we left. Hiccup had left his dad a letter telling him 
where he was going to be and that he was going to marry me. Then we 
had left it all behind in a moving truck. Aster had gone to get us 
some lunch while we took a break from unloading and unpacking 
boxes . <p> 

The apartment had a small kitchen area that tied into a TV room with 
a bedroom and a bathroom packed in close together. It wasn't bad. It 
would feel foreign for a few weeks before we could figure out what 
setting we liked the shower on and whatever, but it was cozy. We had 
gotten there later than expected due to car trouble, so we would only 
have one day to unpack before school started. The delay had been 
enough time for a letter to arrive. Hiccup had gone to the bedroom to 
read it earlier, and came out looking okay, so I assumed it was okay. 
I was taking a drink from my water bottle and we were chatting over 
things like where we should put that or what would be good place for 
this to go. Hiccup peeped over a box, his new glasses making his 
green eyes seem larger than they had been before. He'd gotten them 
after an eye test that gave us the answer as to why he was so clumsy, 
or at least a contributing factor for it. 

"That's it for this box." He stated, rifling through the mess of 
packing peanuts one more time just in case. I twisted the lid back on 
my water bottle and sat it on an unopened box to my right. "Cool. 
That's just the first one, right?" I asked him, taking note of how he 



had pulled out all of the kitchen utensils first. "Yep!" He said, 
grinning proudly at the small accomplishment . I smiled at his 
excitement, my own bubbling up inside of me. It didn't seem like a 
new start per se, it was more like a continuation of the first 
chapter. Chapter one point five. Hiccup picked himself up from the 
box and walked over my way while we still had some time away from 
AsteraC 1 even though we'd have all night. "Okay, so do you want to 
unpack the wall stuff next or the-!" 

Hiccup tripped over a small box at his feet that he had forgotten was 
there. He flew through the air, sending the newly unpacked box flying 
forward with him. He landed on top of me, sending us both to the 
floor with an "Oof!" and pink packing peanuts falling in a pile 
around us. It took him a moment to orient himself and realize what 
had happened. "Pfft!" "Hahaha!" We erupted in a fit of giggles as he 
laid on my chest. When the chuckles had subsided I looked up at 
him. 

"Well hey there." 

"Hi . " 

"I'm Jack Frost." 

"Pleasure to meet you. Jack. I'm Hiccup Frost." 

"Hiccup, huh? Funny name." 
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><p><em>*Fin*<em> 
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><p><em>I'm just gonna leave this here.<em> 

_*blushes*_ 

_First of all I wanna say thanks to all of the people who have been 
here from the beginning, following the story as it went along. YOU 
GUYS ARE MY FAVORITE PEOPLE! *group hugs you all whilst crying big 
tears*_ 

_I am also extremely fond of those who joined halfway through and the 
many who have reviewed and made it to this last chapter. YOU GUYS ARE 
THE BEST! *cuddles you all in a pile of pink packing peanuts*_ 

_I'm really, really, really happy that my first fic was so well 
received. I wouldn't have made it through if it wasn't for all of the 
support and cheers from you guys. It makes it worth writing to hear 
that the story made others happy as well :)_ 

_But apart from that... Good news! The first chapter of the new story 
(The Art of Thawing a Heart) is out so run quickly to my profile page 
to read it! I'm still floundering on whether or not I want Hiccup to 
be the seme in that one... sure sounds yummy though. _ 

_Love to you all,_ 


The-Meek 



End 
f ile . 



